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CHAPTER  I. 

A  YOUNG  CARPET-BAGGER. 

"  Twenty-five  cents  to  begin  the  world 
with ! "  reflected  Frank  Kavanagh,  drawing 
from  his  vest  pocket  two  ten-cent  pieces  and  a 
nickel.  "  That  isn't  much,  but  it  will  have  to 
do." 

The  speaker  was  sitting  on  a  bench  in  City 
Hall  Park.  He  was  apparently  about  fifteen 
years  old,  with  a  face  not  handsome,  but  frank 
and  good-humored,  and  an  expression  indicat- 
ing an  energetic  and  hopeful  temperament. 
A  small  bundle,  rolled  up  in  a  handkerchief, 
contained  his  sur^^lus  wardrobe.  He  had  that 
day  arrived  in  New  York  by  a  boat  from  Hart- 
ford, and  meant  to  stay  in  the  city  if  he  could 
make  a  living. 

Next  to  him  sat  a  man  of  thirty-five,  shab- 
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bily  dressed,  who  clearly  was  not  a  member  of 
any  temperance  society,  if  an  Inflamed  counte- 
nance and  red  nose  may  be  trusted.  Frank 
Kavanagli's  display  of  money  attracted  his  at- 
tention, for,  small  as  was  the  boy's  capital,  it 
was  greater  than  his  own. 

"  Been  long  in  the  city,  Johnny?  "  he  in- 
quired. 

"  I  only  arrived  to-day,"  answered  Frank. 
"  My  name  isn't  Johnny,  though.'' 

"  It's  immaterial.  Johnny  is  a  generic 
term,"  said  the  stranger.  "  I  suppose  you  have 
come  here  to  make  your  fortune." 

"  I  shall  be  satisfied  with  a  living  to  begin 
with,"  said  Frank. 

"  Where  did  you  come  from?  " 

"  A  few  miles  from  Hartford." 

"  Got  any  relations  there?  "  ^ 

"  Yes — an  uncle  and  aunt." 

"  I  suppose  you  were  sorry  to  leave  them." 

"  Not  much.  Uncle  is  a  pretty  good  man, 
but  he's  fond  of  money,  and  aunt  is  about  as 
mean  as  they  make  'em.  They  got  tired  of  sup- 
porting me,  and  gave  me  money  enough  to  get 
to  New  York." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  some  left,"  said  the 
stranger  persuasively. 
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'^  Twenty-five  cents,"  answered  Frank,  laugh- 
ing. "  That  isn't  a  very  big  capital  to  start 
on,  is  it?" 

"  Is  that  all  you've  got?  "  asked  the  shabbily 
dressed  stranger,  in  a  tone  of  disappointment. 

"  Every  cent." 

"  I  wish  I  had  ten  dollars  to  give  you,"  said 
the  stranger  thoughtfully. 

"  Thank  you,  sir ;  I  wish  you  had,"  said 
Frank,  his  eyes  resting  on  the  dilapidated  at- 
tire of  his  benevolent  companian.  Judging 
from  that,  he  was  not  surprised  that  ten  dol- 
lars exceeded  the  (Charitable  fund  of  the  philan- 
thropist. 

"  My  operations  in  Wall  Street  have  not 
been  fortunate  of  late,"  resumed  the  stranger; 
"  and  I  am,  in  consequence,  hard  up." 

"  Do  you  do  business  in  Wall  Street?  "  asked 
Frank,  rather  surprised. 

"  Sometimes,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  have  lost 
heavily  of  late  in  Erie  and  Pacific  Mail,  but  it 
is  only  temporary.  I  shall  soon  be  on  my  feet 
again." 

*"  I  hope  so,  sir,"  said  Frank  politely. 

"  My  career  has  been  a  checkered  one,"  con- 
tinued the  stranger.  "  I,  too,  as  a  mere  boy, 
came  up  from  the  country  to  make  my  fortune. 
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I  embarked  in  trade,  and  was  for  a  time  sue* 
<iessful.  I  resigned  to  get  tinae  to  write  a 
play — a  comedy  in  five  acts.'' 

Frank  regarded  his  companion  with  height- 
ened respect.  He  was  a  boy  of  good  education, 
and  the  author  of  a  play  in  his  eyes  was  a 
man  of  genius. 

"  Was  it  played?  "  he  inquired. 

'^  No ;  Wallack  said  it  had  too  many  diffi- 
cult characters  for  his  company,  and  the  rest 
of  the  managers  kept  putting  me  off,  while 
they  were  producing  inferior  plays.  The  Amer- 
ican public  will  never  know  what  they  have 
lost.  But,  enough  of  this.  Sometime  I  will 
read  you  the  '  Mother-in-law,'  if  you  like. 
Have  you  had  dinner?  " 

"  No,"  answered  Frank.  "  Do  you  know 
where  I  can  dine  cheap?"  he  inquired. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  stranger.  "  Once  I 
boarded  at  the  finest  hotels,  but  now  I  am 
forced,  by  dire  necessity,  to  frequent  cheap 
restaurants.    Follow  me." 

"What  is  your  name,  sir?"  asked  Frank, 
as  he  rose  from  the  bench. 

"  Montague  Percy,"  v/as  the  reply.  "  Sorry 
I  haven't  my  card-case  with  me,  or  I  would 
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hand  you  my  address.  I  think  you  said  your 
name  was  not  Johnny.'' 

"  My  name  is  Frank  Kavanagh." 

"  A  very  good  name.  '  What's  in  a  name?  ' 
as  Shakespeare  says." 

As  the  oddly  assorted  pair  crossed  the  street 
they  attracted  the  attention  of  some  of  the 
arabs  who  were  lounging  about  the  square. 

"  I  say,  country,  is  that  your  long-lost 
uncle?  "  asked  a  bootblack. 

"  No,  it  isn't,"  answered  Frank  shortly. 

Though  he  was  willing  to  avail  himself  of 
Mr.  Percy's  guidance,  he  was  not  ambitious 
of  being  regarded  as  his  nephew. 

"  Heed  not  their  ribald  scoffs,"  said  Mon- 
tagu Percy  loftily.  "  Their  words  pass  by  me 
'  like  the  idle  wind,'  which  I  regard  not." 

"Who  painted  your  nose,  mister?"  asked 
another  boy,  of  course  addressing  Frank's  com- 
panion. 

"  I  will  hand  you  over  to  the  next  police- 
man," exclaimed  Percy  angrily. 

"  Look  out  he  don^t  haul  you  in  instead/' 
retorted  the  boy. 

Montagu  Percy  made  a  motion  to  pursue 
his  tormentors,  but  desisted. 

"  They  are  beneath  contempt,"  he  said.    "  It 
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is  ever  the  lot  of  genius  to  be  railed  at  by  the 
ignorant  and  ignoble.  They  referred  to  my 
nose  being  red,  but  mistook  the  cause.  It  is 
a  cutaneous  eruption — the  result  of  erysipe- 
las.'^ 

"  Is  it? ''  asked  Frank,  rather  mystified. 

"  I  am  not  a  drinking  man — that  is,  I  in- 
dulge myself  but  rarely.     But  here  we  are." 

So  saying  he  plunged  down  some  steps  into 
a  basement,  Frank  following  him.  Our  hero 
found  himself  in  a  dirty  apartment,  provided 
with  a  bar,  over  which  was  a  placard,  in- 
scribed : 

"  FREE  LUNCH.'' 

"  How  much  money  have  you  got,  Frank?  " 
Inquired  Montagu  Percy. 

"  Twenty-five  cents." 

"  Lunch  at  this  establishment  is  free,"  said 
Montagu ;  "  but  you  are  expected  to  order  some 
drink.    What  will  you  have?  " 

"  I  don't  care  for  any  drink  except  a  glass 
of  water." 

' "  All  right ;  I  will  order  for  you,  as  the  rules 
of  the  establishment  require  it;  but  I  will 
drink  your  glass  myself.  Eat  whatever  you 
like." 
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Frank  took  a  sandwich  from  a  plate  on  the 
counter  and  ate  it  with  relish,  for  he  was 
hungry.  Meanwhile  his  companion  emptied 
the  two  glasses,  and  ordered  another. 

"Can  you  pay  for  these  drinks?"  asked 
the  bartender  suspiciously. 

"  Sir,  I  never  order  what  I  cannot  pay  for." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that.  YouVe  been  in 
here  and  taken  lunch  more  than  once  without 
drinking  anything." 

"  It  may  be  so.  I  will  make  up  for  it  now. 
Another  glass,  please." 

"  First  pay  for  what  you  have  already 
drunk." 

"  Frank,  hand  me  your  money,"  said  Mon- 
tagu. 

Frank  incautiously  handed  him  his  small 
stock  of  money,  which  he  saw  instantly  trans- 
ferred to  the  bartender. 

"  That  is  right,  I  believe,"  said  Montagu 
Percy. 

The  barkeeper  nodded,  and  Percy,  transfer- 
ring his  attention  to  the  free  lunch,  stowed 
away  a  large  amount. 

Frank  observed  with  some  uneasiness  the 
transfer  of  his  entire  cash  capital  to  the  bar- 
tender; but  concluded  that  Mr.  Percy  would 
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refund  a  part  after  thej  went  out.  As  they 
reached  the  street  he  broached  the  subject. 

"  I  didn't  agree  to  pay  for  both  dinners,"  he 
said  uneasily. 

"  Of  course  not.  It  will  be  my  treat  next 
time.    That  will  be  fair,  won't  it?  " 

"  But  I  would  rather  you  would  give  me  back 
a  part  of  my  money.  I  may  not  see  you 
again.'' 

"  I  will  be  in  the  Park  to-morrow  at  one 
o'clock." 

"  Give  me  back  ten  cents,  then,"  said  Frank 
uneasily.    "  That  was  all  the  money  I  had." 

"  I  am  really  sorry,  but  I  haven't  a  penny 
about  me.  I'll  make  it  right  to-morrow.  Good- 
day,  my  young  friend.  Be  virtuous  and  you 
will  be  happy." 

Frank  looked  after  the  shabby  figure  rue- 
fully. He  felt  that  he  had  been  taken  in  and 
done  for.  His  small  capital  had  vanished,  and 
he  was  adrift  in  the  streets  of  a  strange  city 
without  a  penny. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

DICK  RAFFERTY. 

FvB  been  a  fool,"  said  Frank  to  himself,  in 
genuine  mortification,  as  he  realized  how  eas- 
ily he  had  permitted  himself  to  be  duped.  "  I 
ought  to  have  stayed  in  the  country.'' 

Even  a  small  sum  of  money  imparts  to  its 
possessor  a  feeling  of  independence,  but  one 
who  is  quite  penniless  feels  helpless  and  ap- 
prehensive. Frank  was  unable  even  to  pur- 
chase an  apple  from  the  snuffy  old  apple-wo- 
man who  presided  over  the  stand  near-by. 

"What  am  I  going  to  do?"  he  asked  him- 
self soberly. 

"  What  has  become  of  your  uncle? ''  asked 
a  bootblack. 

Looking  up,  Frank  recognized  one  of  those 
who  had  saluted  Percy  and  himself  on  their 
way  to  the  restaurant. 

"  He  isn't  my  uncle,"  he  replied,  rather  re- 
sentfully. 

"  You  never  saw  him  before,  did  you?  "  con- 
tinued the  boy. 
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"  No,  I  didn't." 

"  That's  what  I  thought.'' 

There  was  something  significant  in  the  young 
arab's  tone  which  led  Frank  to  inquire,  "Do 
you  know  him?  " 

"  Yes,  he's  a  dead-beat." 

"A  what?" 

"  A  dead-beat.  Don't  you  understand  Eng- 
lish?" 

"  He  told  me  that  he  did  business  on  Wall 
Street." 

The  bootblack  shrieked  with  laughter. 

"  He  do  business  on  Wall  Street ! "  he  re« 
peated.    "  You're  a  jolly  green,  you  are !  " 

Frank  was  inclined  to  be  angry,  but  he  had 
the  good  sense  to  see  that  his  new  friend  was 
right.  So  he  said  good-humoredly,  "  I  suppose 
I  am.    You  see,  I  am  not  used  to  the  city." 

"  It's  just  such  fellows  as  you  he  gets  hold 
of,"  continued  the  bootblack.  "  Didn't  he  make 
you  treat?  " 

"  I  may  as  well  confess  it,"  thought  Frank. 
"  This  boy  may  help  me  with  advice. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  aloud.  "  I  hadn't  but 
twenty-five  cents,  and  he  made  me  spend  it 
all.    I  haven't  a  cent  left." 

"Whew!"     ejaculated     the     other     boy. 
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*^  You're  beginnin'  business  on  a  small  capi- 
tal." 

"  That's  so,"  said  Frank.  "  Do  you  know 
any  way  I  can  earn  money?" 

Dick  Rafferty  was  a  good-natured  boy,  al- 
though rough,  and  now  that  Frank  had  ap- 
pealed to  him  for  advice  he  felt  willing  to  help 
him,  if  he  could. 

"  What  can  you  do?  "  he  asked,  in  a  business- 
like tone.    "  Have  you  ever  worked?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank. 

"  What  can  you  do?  " 

"  I  can  milk  cows,  hoe  corn  and  potatoes, 
ride  horse  to  plough,  and " 

"  Hold  up !  "  said  Dick.  "  All  them  things 
ain't  goin'  to  do  you  no  good  in  New  York. 
People  don't  keep  cows  as  a  reg'lar  thing  here." 

"  Of  course,  I  know  that." 

*^And  there  ain't  much  room  for  plantin' 
corn  and  potatoes.  Maybe  you  could  get  a  job 
ove?  in  Jersey." 

"  I'd  rather  stay  in  New  York.  I  can  do 
something  here." 

**  Can  you  black  boots,  or  sell  papers?  " 

•*I  can  learn." 

**  You  need  money  to  set  up  in  either  of  them 
line*,"  said  Dick  Rafferty. 
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"  Would  twentj-five  cents  have  been 
enough?  "  asked  Frank. 

"  You  could  have  bought  some  evening  pa- 
pers with  that.'' 

"  I  wish  somebody  would  lend  me  some 
money,"  said  Frank.  "  I'd  pay  it  back  as  soon 
as  I'd  sold  my  papers.  I  was  a  fool  to  let  that 
fellow  swindle  me." 

"  That's  so,"  assented  Dick ;  "  but  it's  no 
good  thinkin'  of  that  now.  I'd  lend  you  the 
money  myself,  if  I  had  it ;  but  I've  run  out  my 
account  at  the  Park  Bank,  and  can't  spare  the 
money  just  at  present." 

"  How  long  have  you  been  in  business?  " 
asked  Frank. 

"  Ever  since  I  was  eight  years  old ;  and  I'm 
goin'  on  fifteen  now." 

"  You  went  to  work  early." 

"  Yes,  I  had  to.  Father  and  mother  both 
died,  and  I  was  left  to  take  care  of  myself." 

"  You  took  care  of  yourself  when  you  were 
only  eight  years  old?  "  asked  Frank,  in  sur- 
prise. 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  I  ought  to  make  a  living,  for  I  am 
fifteen — a  year  older  than  you  are  now." 

"  Oh,  you'll  get  along  when  you  get  started," 
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said  Dick  encouragingly.  "  There's  lots  of 
things  to  do.'' 

"  Is  there  anything  to  do  that  doesn't  re- 
quire any  capital?  "  inquired  Fiank  anxiously. 

"  Yes,  you  can  smash  baggage." 

"Will  people  pay  for  that?"  asked  Frank, 
with  a  smile. 

"  Of  course  they  will.  You  jest  hang  round 
the  ferries  and  steamboat  landin's,  and  when 
a  chap  comes  by  with  a  valise  or  a  carpet-bag, 
you  jest  offer  to  carry  it,  that's  all." 

"  Is  that  what  you  call  smashing  baggage?  " 

"  Of  course.    What  did  you  think  it  was?" 

Frank  evaded  answering,  not  caring  to  dis- 
play his  country  ignorance. 

"  Do  you  think  I  can  get  a  chance  at  that?  " 
he  asked. 

"  You  can  try  it  and  see." 

"  I  came  in  by  the  Hartford  boat  myself,  to- 
day," said  Frank.  "If  I'd  thought  of  it,  I 
would  have  begun  at  once." 

"  Only  you  wouldn't  have  knowed  the  way 
anywhere,  and  if  a  gentleman  asked  you  to 
carry  his  valise  to  any  hotel,  you'd  have  had 
to  ask  where  it  was." 

"  So  I  should,"  Frank  admitted. 

"  I'll  show  you  round  a  little,  if  you  want 


i6  The  Telegraph-Boy, 

me  to/'  said  Dick.  "  I  shan't  liave  anything 
to  do  for  an  hour  or  two." 

"  I  wish  you  would." 

So  the  two  boys  walked  about  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  city,  Dick  pointing  out  hotels,  pub- 
lic buildings  and  prominent  streets.  Frank 
had  a  retentive  memory  and  stored  away  the 
information  carefully.  Penniless  as  he  was, 
he  was  excited  and  exhilarated  by  the  scene 
of  activity  in  which  he  was  moving,  and  was 
glad  he  was  going  to  live  in  it,  or  to  attempt 
doing  so. 

"  When  I  am  used  to  it  I  shall  like  it  much 
better  than  the  country,"  he  said  to  Dick. 
"Don't  you?" 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  was  the  reply. 
"  Sometimes  I  think  I'll  go  West — a  lot  of  boys 
that  I  know  have  gone  there." 

"  Won't  it  take  a  good  deal  of  money  to 
go?"  asked  Frank. 

"  Oh,  there's  a  society  that  pays  boys'  ex- 
penses, and  finds  'em  nice  homes  with  the  far- 
mers. Tom  Harrison,  one  of  my  friends,  went 
out  six  weeks  ago,  and  he  writes  me  that  it's 
bully.    He's  gone  to  some  town  in  Kansas." 

"  That's  a  good  way  off.'' 
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"I  wouldn't  mind  that.  I'd  like  ridin'  in 
the  ears." 

"  It  would  be  something  new  to  you ;  but 
I've  lived  in  the  country  all  my  life ;  I'd  rather 
stay  here  awhile." 

"  It's  just  the  way  a  feller  feels,"  said  Dick 
philosophically.  "  I've  bummed  around  so 
much  I'd  like  a  good,  stiddy  home,  with  three 
square  meals  a  day  and  a  good  bed  to  sleep 
on.'^ 

"  Can't  you  get  that  here?  "  asked  Frank. 

"  Not  stiddy.  Sometimes  I  don't  get  but  one 
square  meal  a  day." 

Frank  became  thoughtful.  Life  in  the  city 
seemed  more  precarious  and  less  desirable 
than  he  anticipated. 

"  Well,  I  must  go  to  work  again,"  said  Dick, 
after  a  while. 

^^ Where  are  you  going  to  sleep  to-night?" 
asked  Frank. 

"  I  don't  know  whether  I'd  better  sleep  at 
the  Astor  House  or  Fifth  Avenue,"  said  Dick. 

Frank  looked  perplexed. 

"  You  don't  mean  that,  do  you?  "  he  asked. 

"  Of  course  I  don't.  You're  too  fresh.  Don't 
get  mad,"  he  continued  good-naturedly,  seeing 
the  flush  on  Frank's  cheek.    "  You'll  know  as 
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much  about  the  city  as  I  do  before  long.  I 
shall  go  to  the  Newsboy's  Lodgin'  House, 
where  I  can  sleep  for  six  cents.'' 

"  I  wish  I  had  six  cents/'  said  Frank.  "  If 
I  could  only  get  w^ork  I'd  soon  earn  it.  You 
can't  think  of  anything  for  me  to  do,  can 
you?" 

Dick's  face  lighted  up. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  can  get  you  a  job,  though 
it  ain't  a  very  good  one.  I  wonder  I  didn't 
think  of  it  before." 

"What  is  it?"  asked  Frank  anxiously. 

"  It's  to  go  round  with  a  blind  man,  solicit- 
ing contributions." 

"  You  mean  begging?  " 

"  Yes ;  you  lead  him  into  stores  and  countin'- 
rooms,  and  he  asks  for  money." 

"  I  don't  like  it  much,"  said  Frank  slowly, 
"  but  I  must  do  something.  After  all,  it'll  be 
he  that's  begging,  not  I." 

"  I'll  take  you  right  round  where  he  lives," 
said  Dick.  "  Maybe  he'll  go  out  this  evenin'. 
His  other  boy  give  him  the  slip,  and  he  hasn't 
got  a  new  one  yet." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

FRANK  FINDS  AN  EMPLOYER. 

A  stone's  throw  from  Centre  Street  stands 
a  tall  tenement-house,  sheltering  anywhere 
from  forty  to  fifty  families  in  squalid  wretch- 
edness. The  rent  w^hich  each  family  pays 
would  procure  a  neat  house  in  a  country  town, 
with  perhaps  a  little  land  beside ;  but  the  city 
has  a  mysterious  fascination  for  the  poorer 
classes,  and  year  after  year  many  who  might 
make  the  change  herd  together  in  contracted 
and  noisome  quarters,  when  they  might  have 
their  share  of  light  and  space  in  country  neigh- 
borhoods. 

It  was  in  front  of  this  tenement-house  that 
Dick  halted,  and  plunged  into  a  dark  entrance, 
admonishing  Frank  to  follow.  Up  creaking 
and  dilapidated  staircases  to  the  fourth  floor 
the  boys  went. 

"  Here  we  are,"  said  Dick,  panting  a  little 
from  the  rapidity  of  his  ascent,  and  began  a 
vigorous  tattoo  on  a  door  to  the  left. 
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"  Is  this  where  the  blind  gentleman  lives?  " 
asked  Frank,  looking  around  him  dubiously. 

"  He  isn't  much  of  a  gentleman  to  look  at," 
said  Dick,  laughing.    "  Do  you  hear  him?" 

Frank  heard  a  hoarse  growl  from  the  inside, 
which  might  have  been  "  Come  in."  At  any 
rate,  Dick  chose  so  to  interpret  it,  and  opened 
the  door. 

The  boys  found  themselves  in  a  scantily  fur- 
nished room,  with  a  close,  disagreeable  smell 
pervading  the  atmosphere.  In  the  corner  was 
a  low  bedstead,  on  which  lay  a  tall  man,  with 
a  gray  beard  and  a  disagreeable,  almost  repul- 
sive, countenance.  He  turned  his  eyes,  which, 
contrary  to  Frank's  expectations,  were  wide 
open,  full  upon  his  visitors. 

"What  do  you  want?''  he  asked  queru- 
lously. "  I  was  asleep,  and  you  have  waked 
me  up." 

"  Sorry  to  disturb  you,  Mr.  Mills,"  said 
Dick ;  "  but  I  come  on  business." 

"What  business  can  you  have  with  me?'^ 
demanded  the  blind  man.    "  Who  are  you?  " 

"  I  am  Dick  Rafferty.  I  black  boots  in  the 
Park,"  replied  Dick. 

"  Well,  I  haven't  any  money  to  pay  for  black- 
ing boots." 
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**  I  didn't  expect  you  had.  I  hear  your  boy 
kas  left  you." 

"  Yes,  the  young  rascal !  He's  given  me  the 
slip.  I  expect  he's  robbed  me,  too ;  but  I  can't 
tell,  for  I'm  blind," 

"  Do  you  want  a  new  boy?  " 

"  Yes ;  but  I  can't  pay  much.  I'm  very  poop. 
I  don't  think  the  place  will  suit  you." 

"  Nor  I  either,"  said  Dick  frankly.  "  I'd 
rather  make  a  living  outside.  But  I've  got  a 
boy  with  me  who  has  just  come  to  the  city, 
and  is  out  of  business.  I  guess  he'll  engage 
with  you." 

"  What's  his  name?  Let  him  speak  for  him- 
self." 

"  My  name  is  Frank  Kavanagh,"  said  our 
hero,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice. 

"  How  old  are  you?  " 

''  Fifteen." 

^*Do  you  know  what  your  duties  will  be?" 

"Yes;  Dick  has  told  me." 

"  I  told  him  you'd  want  him  to  go  round 
on  a  collecting-tour  with  you  every  day,"  said 
Dick. 

"  That  isn't  all.  You'll  have  to  buy  my 
groceries  and  all  I  need." 

"  I  can  do  that/'  said  Frank  cheerfully,  re» 
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fleeting  that  this  would  be  much  more  agree- 
able than  aecompanjlng  the  old  man  round 
the  streets. 

"Are  you  honest?"  queried  the  blind  man 
sharply. 

Frank  answered,  with  an  indignant  flush, 
"  I  never  stole  a  cent  in  my  life." 

"  I  supposed  you'd  say  that,"  retorted  the 
blind  man,  with  a  sneer.  "  They  all  do ;  but 
a  good  many  will  steal  for  all  that." 

"  If  you're  afraid  I  will,  you  needn't  hire 
me,"  said  Frank  independently. 

"  Of  course  I  needn't,"  said  Mills  sharply ; 
"  but  I'm  not  afraid.  If  you  take  any  of  my 
money  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  it  out,  if  I  am 
blind." 

"  Don't  mind  him,  Frank,"  said  Dick,  in  a 
low  voice. 

"  What's  that?  "  asked  the  blind  man  suspi- 
ciously. "  What  are  you  two  whispering 
about?  " 

"  I  told  Frank  not  to  mind  the  way  you 
spoke,"  said  Dick. 

"  Why  not?  " 

"  Because  if  he's  honest,  it  don't  matter." 

"  That's  so,"  said  Mills,  partially  satisfied. 
**  Now,  what  pay  do  you  expect?  " 
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"  I'll  leave  that  to  you,"  said  our  hero,  who 
felt  that  he  was  not  in  a  position  to  make 
terms. 

This  answer  seemed  to  please  the  blind  man, 

"  Yes,  yes,  that  is  right.  I  can  tell  better  in 
a  week  what  I  can  afford  to  pay  you.  I'll  let 
you  come  and  try  how  you  suit  me." 

"  Am  I  to  stay  here?  '^  asked  Frank. 

"  Yes ;  there's  a  bed  in  the  other  room.  Go 
in  and  see  it." 

The  boys  entered  an  inner  room,  where  there 
was  a  heap  of  rags  on  the  floor,  and  no  other 
article. 

"  There's  your  bed,  Frank,"  said  Dick,  point- 
ing to  the  rags. 

"Have  I  got  to  sleep  there?"  asked  Frank, 
in  a  tone  of  dissatisfaction. 

"  Oh,  it'll  be  comfortable  enough,"  said  Dick, 
whose  street  life  had  cured  him  of  fastidious- 
ness, if  he  had  ever  been  troubled  by  that  feel- 
ing. "  If  you'd  slept  on  wharves  and  in  empty 
wagons  as  often  as  I  have^  you  wouldn't  mind 
that." 

"  I  guess  I  can  stand  it,"  said  Frank,  stifling 
his  dissatisfaction ;  "  but  I've  always  slept  in  a 
bed." 

"  Oh,  you'll  like  it  well  enough,"  said  Dick 
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carelessly.  "  Well,  I  must  leave  you  now,  I've 
got  to  earn  my  supper/' 

"  Do  you  want  me  now,  sir? ''  asked  Frank 
of  his  new  master. 

"  Yes ;  I  want  you  to  get  me  something  to 
eat.  You  can  go  with  this  boy,  and  he'll  tell 
you  where  to  get  it." 

"What  shall  I  buy,  sir?  " 

"  Buy  a  loaf  of  bread  at  the  baker's,  and  a 
bottle  of  ale." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"You  can  pay  for  it,  and  I  will  pay  you 
when  you  get  back." 

"  I  have  no  money,"  said  Frank,  embar- 
rassed. 

"  No  money !  "  snarled  the  blind  man. 

"  No,  sir ;  I  only  brought  twenty-five  cents 
with  me,  and  that  I  have  spent." 

"  Your  friend  will  lend  you  some,  then." 

"  Not  much,"  answered  Dick,  laughing. 
"  I'm  dead  broke.  Haven't  you  got  any  money, 
Mr.  Mills?" 

"  I  have  a  little,"  grumbled  the  blind  man ; 
"but  this  boy  may  take  it  and  never  come 
back." 

"  If  you  think  so,"  said  Frank  proudly, 
**  you'd  better  engage  some  other  boy." 
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"  No  use ;  you're  all  alike.  Wait  a  minute, 
and  I'll  give  you  some  money." 

He  drew  from  his  pocket  some  coins  and 
handed  one  to  Frank. 

"I  don't  think  that  will  be  enough,"  said 
Frank.    "  It's  only  five  cents." 

"  Are  you  sure  it  isn't  a  quarter?  "  grumbled 
Mills. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"What  do  you  say — ^you,  Dick?" 

"  It's  only  five  cents,  sir." 

"  Is  that  twenty-five?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Then  take  it,  and  mind  you  don't  loiter." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  And  be  sure  to  bring  back  the  change." 

"  Of  course  I  will,"  said  Frank  indignantly, 
resenting  his  employer's  suspicion. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  him,  Frank?  "  asked 
Dick,  as  they  descended  the  stairs. 

"  I  don't  like  him  at  all,  Dick,"  said  Frank 
decidedly.  "  I  wish  I  could  get  something  else 
to  do." 

"  You  can,  after  a  while.  As  you  have  no 
capital,  you  must  take  what  you  can  get  now." 

"  So  I  suppose ;  but  I  didn't  come  to  the  city 
for  this." 
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"  If  you  don't  like  it  you  can  leave  in  a  few 
days.'' 

This  Frank  fully  resolved  to  do  at  the  first 
favorable  opportunity. 

Dick  showed  him  where  he  could  buy  the 
articles  he  was  commissioned  to  purchase ;  and 
Frank,  after  obtaining  them,  went  back  to  the 
tenement-house. 

Mills  scrupulously  demanded  the  change, 
and  put  it  back  into  his  pocket.  Then  he  made 
Frank  pour  out  the  ale  into  a  glass.  This  he 
drank  with  apparent  zest,  but  offered  none  to 
Frank. 

"  Ale  isn't  good  for  boys,"  he  said.  "  You 
can  cut  the  bread,  and  eat  two  slices.  Don't 
cut  them  too  thick." 

The  blind  man  ate  some  of  the  bread  himself, 
and  then  requested  Frank  to  help  him  on  with 
his  coat  and  vest. 

"  I  haven't  taken  any  money  to-day,"  he  said, 
"  I  must  try  to  collect  some,  or  I  shall  starve. 
It's  a  sad  thing  to  be  blind,"  he  continued,  his 
voice  changing  to  a  whine. 

"  You  don't  look  blind,"  said  Frank  thought- 
fully.   "  Your  eyes  are  open." 

"  What  if  they  are?  "  said  Mills  testily.    "  I 
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cannot  see.    When  I  go  out  I  close  them  be- 
cause the  light  hurts  them." 

Led  by  Frank,  the  blind  man  descended  the 
stairs  and  emerged  into  the  street. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

«  PITY  THE  BLIND." 

"Where  shall  I  lead  you?"  asked  Frtink. 

"  To  Broadway  first.  Do  you  know  Broad- 
way? " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Be  careful  when  we  cross  the  street,  or  you 
will  have  me  run  over." 

"  All  right,  sir." 

*^  If  anyone  asks  you  about  me,  say  I  am 
your  uncle.'' 

"  But  you  are  not." 

"  What  difference  does  that  make,  you  little 
fool?"  said  the  blind  man  roughly.  "Are 
you  ashamed  to  own  me  as  your  uncle?  " 

Frank  felt  obliged,  out  of  politeness,  to  say 
"No;"  but  in  his  own  mind  he  was  not  quite 
sure  whether  he  would  be  willing  to  acknowl- 
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edge  any  relationship  to  the  disagreeable  old 
man  whom  he  was  leading. 

Thej  reached  Broadway  and  entered  a  store 
devoted  to  gentlemen's  furnishing  goods. 

"  Charity  for  a  poor  blind  man ! "  whined 
Mills,  in  the  tone  of  a  professional  beggar. 

"  Look  here,  old  fellow,  you  come  in  here  too 
often,"  said  a  young  salesman.  "  I  gave  you 
five  cents  yesterday." 

"  I  didn't  know  it,"  said  Mills.  "  I  am  a 
poor  blind  man.    All  places  are  alike  to  me." 

"  Then  your  boy  should  know  better.  Noth- 
ing for  you  to-day." 

Frank  and  his  companion  left  the  store. 

In  the  next  place  they  were  more  fortunate. 
A  nickel  was  bestowed  upon  the  blind  mendi- 
cant. 

"  How  much  is  it?  "  asked  Mills,  when  they 
were  on  the  sidewalk. 

"  Five  cents,  sir." 

"  That's  better  than  nothing,  but  we  ought  to 
do  better.  It  takes  a  good  many  five-cent 
pieces  to  make  a  dollar.  When  you  see  a  well- 
dressed  lady  coming  along,  tell  me." 

Frank  felt  almost  as  much  ashamed  as  if  he 
were  himself  begging,  but  he  must  do  what  was 
expected  of  him.     Accordingly  he  very  soon 
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notified  the  blind  man  that  a  lady  was  close 
at  hand. 

"  Lead  me  up  to  her  and  say,  *  Can  you  spare 
something  for  my  poor,  blind  uncle? ' " 

Frank  complied  in  part,  but  instead  of 
"  poor,  blind  uncle,"  he  said  "  poor,  blind 
man."  Mills  scowled  as  he  found  himself  dis- 
obeyed. 

"How  long  has  he  been  blind?"  asked  the 
lady  sympathetically. 

"  For  many  years,"  whined  Mills. 

"  Is  this  your  boy?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  he  is  my  young  nephew  from 
the  country." 

"  You  are  fortunate  in  having  him  to  go 
about  with  you." 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  I  don't  know  what  I  should 
do  without  him." 

"  Here  is  something  for  you,  my  good  man," 
said  the  lady,  and  passed  on. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am.  May  Heaven  bless 
you ! " 

"  How  much  is  it?  "  he  asked  quickly,  when 
the  lady  was  out  of  hearing. 

"  Two  cents,"  answered  Frank,  suppressing 
with  difficulty  an  inclination  to  laugh. 

*^  The  mean  jade !     I  should  like  to  wring 
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her  neck ! "  muttered  Mills.     "  I  thought  it 
was  a  quarter,  at  least." 

In  the  next  store  they  did  not  meet  a  cordial 
reception. 

"  Clear  out,  you  old  humbug ! "  shouted  the 
proprietor,  who  was  in  ill-humor.  "  You  ought 
to  be  put  in  the  penitentiary  for  begging  about 
the  streets.'' 

"  I  pray  to  God  that  you  may  become  blind 
yourself,''  said  Mills  passionately. 
'  "  Out  of  my  store,  or  I'll  have  you  arrested, 
both  of  you ! "  said  the  angry  tradesman. 
"  Here,  you,  boy,  don't  you  bring  that  old 
fraud  in  this  store  again,  if  you  know  what's 
best  for  yourself." 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  comply  with 
this  peremptory  order. 

"  He's  a  beast !  "  snarled  Mills ;  "  I'd  like  to 
put  his  eyes  out  myself." 

"  You  haven't  got  a  very  amiabh?  temper," 
thought  Frank.  "  I  wouldn't  like  to  be  blind ; 
but  even  if  I  were,  I  would  try  to  be  pleas- 
anter." 

Two  young  girls  passing  by  noticed  the  blind 
man.  They  were  soft-hearted,  and  stopped  to 
inquire  how  long  he  had  been  blind. 


The  Telegraph-Boy.  31 

**  Before  you  were  born,  my  pretty  maid/' 
said  Mills,  sighing. 

"  I  have  an  aunt  who  is  blind/'  said  one  of 
the  girls ;  ''  but  she  is  not  poor,  like  you." 

"  I  am  very  poor,"  whined  Mills ;  "  I  have 
not  money  enough  to  pay  my  rent,  and  I  may 
be  turned  out  into  the  street." 

"  How  sad ! "  said  the  young  girl,  in  a  tone 
of  deep  sympathy.  "  I  have  not  much  money, 
but  I  will  give  you  all  I  have." 

"  May  God  bless  you,  and  spare  your  eyes  I  " 
said  Mills,  as  he  closed  his  hand  upon  the 
money. 

"  How  much  is  it?  "  he  asked  as  before,  when 
they  had  passed  on. 

"  Twenty-five  cents,"  said  Frank. 

"  That  is  better,"  said  Mills,  in  a  tone  of 
satisfaction. 

For  some  time  afterward  all  applications 
were  refused;  in  some  cases  roughly. 

"Why  don't  you  work?"  asked  one  man 
bluntly. 

"  What  can  I  do?  "  asked  Mills. 

"  That's  your  lookout.  Some  blind  men 
work.  I  suppose  you  would  rather  get  your 
living  by  begging." 
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"  I  would  work  my  fingers  to  the  bone  if  I 
could  only  see,"  whined  Mills. 

"  So  you  say ;  but  I  don't  believe  it.  At 
any  rate,  that  boy  of  yours  can  see.  Why  don't 
you  set  him  to  work?  " 

"  He  has  to  take  care  of  me." 

"  I  would  work  if  I  could  get  anything  to 
do,"  said  Frank. 

As  he  spoke,  he  felt  his  hand  pressed  forci- 
bly by  his  companion,  who  did  not  relish  his 
answer. 

"  I  cannot  spare  him,"  he  whined.  "  He  has 
to  do  everything  for  me." 

When  they  were  again  in  the  street,  Mills 
demanded  roughly,  "  What  did  you  mean  by 
saying  that?" 

"  What,  sir?  " 

"  That  you  wanted  to  go  to  work." 

"  Because  it  is  true." 

"  You  are  at  work ;  you  are  working  for  me," 
said  Mills. 

"  I  would  rather  work  in  a  store,  or  an  office, 
or  sell  papers." 

"That  wouldn't  do  me  any  good.  Don't 
speak  in  that  way  again." 

The  two  were  out  about  a  couple  of  hours, 
and  very  tiresome  Frank  found  it.    Then  Mills 
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indicated  a  desire  to  go  home,  and  they  went 
back  to  the  room  in  the  old  tenement-house. 
Mills  threw  himself  down  on  the  bed  in  the 
corner  and  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"  Now,  boy,  count  the  money  we  have  col- 
lected," he  saido 

"  There's  ninety-three  cents,"  Frank  an- 
nounced. 

"  If  I  had  known  it  was  so  near  a  dollar  we 
would  have  stayed  a  little  longer.  Now  get  me 
my  pipe." 

"  Where  is  it,  sir?  " 

"  In  the  cupboard.  Fill  it  with  tobacco  and 
light  it." 

"Are  you  not  afraid  of  setting  the  bedding 
on  fire,  sir?" 

"  Mind  your  own  business.  If  I  choose  to 
set  it  on  fire,  I  will,"  snarled  Mills. 

"  Very  well,  sir ;  I  thought  I'd  mention  it." 

"  You  have  mentioned  it,  and  you  needn't 
do  it  again." 

"  What  a  sweet  temper  you've  got !  "  thought 
Frank. 

He  sat  down  on  a  broken  chair,  and,  having 
nothing  else  to  do,  watched  his  employer. 
"  He  looks  very  much  as  if  he  could  see/* 
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thought  Frank,  for  Mills  now  had  his  eyes 
wide  open. 

"  What  are  you  staring  at  me  for,  boy?  "  de- 
manded his  employer,  rather  unexpectedly. 

"  What  makes  you  think  I  am  staring  at 
you,  sir?"  was  Frank's  natural  question.  "  I 
thought  you  couldn't  see." 

"  No  more  I  can,  but  I  can  tell  when  one  is 
staring  at  me.    It  makes  me  creep  all  over." 

"  Then  I'll  look  somewhere  else." 

"  Would  you  like  to  do  some  work,  as  you 
said?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Then  take  twenty-five  cents  and  buy  some 
evening  papers  and  sell  them;  but  mind  you 
bring  the  money  to  me." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Frank,  with  alacrity. 

Anything,  he  thought,  would  be  better  than 
sitting  in  that  dull  room  with  so  disagreeable 
a  companion. 

"  Mind  you  don't  run  off  with  the  money," 
said  the  blind  man  sharply.  "  If  you  do,  I'll 
have  you  put  in  the  Tombs." 

"  I  don't  mean  to  run  away  with  the  money," 
retorted  Frank  indignantly. 

"And  when  you've  sold  the  papers  come 
home." 
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"Yes,  sir." 

With  a  feeling  of  relief  Frank  descended  the 
stairs  and  directed  his  steps  to  the  park,  mean- 
ing to  ask  Dick  Kafferty^s  advice  about  the 
proper  way  to  start  in  business  as  a  newsboy. 


CHAPTER  V. 

FRANK  LEAVES  HIS  EMPLOYER. 

Frank  found  his  friend  on  Park  Eow,  and 
made  known  his  errand. 

"  So  old  Mills  wants  you  to  sell  papers  for 
his  benefit,  does  he?  " 

"  Yes,  but  I'd  rather  do  it  than  stay  with 
him." 

"  How  much  has  he  agreed  to  pay  you?  '' 

"  That  isn't  settled  yet." 

"  You'd  better  bring  him  to  the  point,  or  he 
won't  pay  you  anything  except  board  and 
lodging,  and  mighty  mean  both  of  them  will 
be." 

"  I  won't  say  anything  about  it  the  first  day," 
said  Frank.    "  What  papers  shall  I  buy?  " 

"  It's  rather  late.  You'd  better  try  for  Tele^ 
grams." 
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Frank  did  so,  and  succeeded  in  selling  half 
a  dozen,  yielding  a  profit  of  six  cents.  It  was 
not  a  brilliant  beginning,  but  he  was  late  in 
the  field,  and  most  had  purchased  their  evening 
papers.  His  papers  sold,  Frank  went  home 
and  announced  the  result. 

"  Umph !  "  muttered  the  blind  man.  ^^  Give 
me  the  money." 

"  Here  it  is,  sir." 

"  Have  you  given  me  all?"  sharply  de- 
manded Mills. 

"  Of  course  I  have,"  said  Frank  indignantly. 

"  Don't  you  be  impudent,  or  I'll  give  you  a 
flogging,"  said  the  blind  man  roughly. 

"  I  am  not  used  to  being  talked  to  in  that 
way,"  said  Frank  independently. 

"  YouVe  always  had  your  own  way,  I  sup- 
pose," snarled  Mills. 

"  No,  I  haven't ;  but  I  have  been  treated 
kindly." 

"  You  are  only  a  boy,  and  I  won't  allow  yon 
to  talk  back  to  me.    Do  you  hear?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  take  care  to  remember." 

*'  Yu've  got  a  sweet  disposition,"  thought 
Frank.  "  I  won't  stay  with  you  any  longer 
than  I  am  obliged  to." 
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Several  days  passed  without  bringing  any 
incidents  worth  recording.  Frank  took  a  daily 
walk  with  the  blind  man,  somefimes  in  the 
morning,  sometimes  in  the  afternoon.  These 
walks  were  very  distasteful  to  him.  The  com- 
panion of  a  beggar,  he  felt  as  if  he  himself  were 
begging.  He  liked  better  the  time  he  spent  in 
selling  papers,  though  he  reaped  no  benefit 
himself.  In  fact,  his  wages  were  poor  enough. 
Thus  far  his  fare  had  consisted  of  dry  bread 
with  an  occasional  bun.  He  was  a  healthy, 
vigorous  boy,  and  he  felt  the  need  of  meat  or 
some  other  hearty  food,  and  ventured  to  inti- 
mate as  much  to  his  employer. 

"  So  you  want  meat,  do  you  ?  "  snarled  Mills. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  haven't  tasted  any  for  a  week." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  take  your  meals  at 
Delmonico's?"  sneered  the  blind  man. 

Frank  was  so  new  to  the  city  that  this  well- 
known  name  did  not  convey  any  special  idea 
to  him,  and  he  answered  "  Yes." 

"  That's  what  I  thought !  "  exclaimed  Mills 
angrily.  "  You  want  to  eat  me  out  of  house 
and  home." 

"No,  I  don't;  I  only  want  enough  food  to 
keep  up  my  strength." 
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"  Well,  you  are  getting  it.  I  give  you  all  I 
can  afford." 

Frank  was  inclined  to  doubt  this.  He  esti- 
mated that  what  he  ate  did  not  cost  his  em- 
ployer over  six  or  eight  cents  a  day,  and  he 
generally  earned  for  him  twenty  to  thirty  cents 
on  the  sale  of  papers,  besides  helping  him  to 
collect  about  a  dollar  daily  from  those  who 
pitied  his  blindness. 

He  mentioned  his  grievance  to  his  friend, 
Dick  Rafferty. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do,"  said  Dick. 

"  I  wish  you  would." 

"  Keep  some  of  the  money  you  make  by  sell- 
ing papers  and  buy  a  square  meal  at  an  eatin'- 
house." 

"  I  don't  like  to  do  that;  it  wouldn't  be  hon- 
est." 

"Why  wouldn't  it?" 

"  I  am  carrying  on  the  business  for  Mr. 
Mills.    He  supplies  the  capital.'^ 

"  Then  you'd  better  carry  it  on  for  yourself." 

"  I  wish  I  could." 

"Why  don't  you?" 

"  I  haven't  any  money." 

"  Has  he  paid  you  any  wages?  ^ 

«  No." 
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"  Then  make  him." 

Frank  thought  this  a  good  suggestion.  He 
had  been  with  Mills  a  week,  and  it  seemed  fair 
enough  that  he  should  receive  some  pay  besides 
a  wretched  bed  and  a  little  dry  bread.  Accord- 
ingly, returning  to  the  room,  he  broached  the 
subject. 

"  What  do  you  want  wages  for?  "  demanded 
Mills,  displeased. 

"  I  think  I  earn  them,-'  said  Frank  boldly. 

"  You  get  board  and  lodging.  You  are  better 
off  than  a  good  many  boys." 

"  I  shall  want  some  clothes,  sometime,"  said 
Frank. 

^^  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  have  me  pay  you  a 
dollar  a  day,"  said  Mills. 

"  I  know  you  can't  afford  to  pay  me  that.  I 
will  be  satisfied  if  you  will  pay  me  ten  cents 
a  day,"  replied  Frank. 

Frank  reflected  that,  though  this  was  a  very 
small  sum,  in  ten  days  it  would  give  him  a  dol- 
lar and  then  he  would  feel  justified  in  setting 
up  a  business  on  his  own  account,  as  a  news- 
boy.   He  anxiously  awaited  an  answer. 

"  I  will  think  of  it,"  said  the  blind  man  eva- 
sively, and  Frank  did  not  venture  to  say  more. 

The  next  day,  when  Mills,  led  by  Frank,  was 
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an  his  round,  the  two  entered  a  cigar-store. 
Frank  was  much  surprised  when  the  cigarman 
handed  him  fifty  cents.  He  thought  there  was 
some  mistake. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,''  he  said ;  "  but  did  you 
mean  to  give  me  fifty  cents?  '' 

"  Yes,"  said  the  cigar- vender,  laughing;  "  but 
I  wouldn't  have  done  it  if  it  had  been  good." 

"Isn't  it  good?" 

"  No,  it's  a  counterfeit,  and  a  pretty  bad  one. 
I  might  pass  it,  but  it  would  cost  me  too  much 
time  and  trouble." 

Frank  was  confounded.  He  mechanically 
handed  the  money  to  Mills,  but  did  not  again 
thank  the  giver.  When  they  returned  to  the 
tenement-house,  Mills  requested  Frank  to  go 
to  the  baker's  for  a  loaf  of  bread. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Here  is  the  money." 

"  But  that  is  the  counterfeit  money,"  said 
Frank,  scrutinizing  the  coin  given  him. 

"  What  if  it  is?  "  demanded  Mills  sharply. 

"  It  won't  pass." 

"  Yes,  it  will,  if  you  are  sharp." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  pass  counterfeit  money, 
Mr.  Mills?" 
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"  Yes,  I  do ;  I  took  it  and  I  mean  to  get  rid 
of  it." 

"  But  you  didn't  give  anything  for  it." 

"  That's  neither  here  nor  there.  Take  it,  and 
offer  it  to  the  baker.  If  he  won't  take  it,  go  to 
another  baker  with  it." 

"  I  would  rather  not  do  it,"  said  Frank 
firmly. 

"  Rather  not !  "  exclaimed  Mills  angrily. 
"  Do  you  pretend  to  dictate  to  me?  " 

"  No,  I  don't,  but  I  don't  mean  to  pass  any 
counterfeit  money  for  you  or  any  other  man," 
said  Frank,  with  spirit. 

Mills  half-rose  with  a  threatening  gesture, 
but  thought  better  of  it. 

"  You're  a  fool,"  said  he.  "  I  suppose  you 
are  afraid  of  being  arrested ;  but  you  have  only 
to  say  that  I  gave  it  to  you,  and  that  I  am  blind 
and  couldn't  tell  it  from  good  money." 

"  But  you  know  that  it  is  bad  money,  Mr. 
Mills." 

"  What  if  I  do?  No  one  can  prove  it.  Take 
the  money,  and  come  back  as  quick  as  you  can." 

"  You  must  excuse  me,"  said  Frank  quietly 
but  firmly. 

"  Do  you  refuse  to  do  as  I  bid  jou? ''  de 
manded  Mills  furiously. 
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"  I  refuse  to  pass  counterfeit  money.'^ 
"  Then,  by  Heaven,  I'll  flog  you ! " 
Mills  rose  and  advanced  directly  toward 
Frank,  with  his  eyes  wide  open.  Fortunately 
our  hero  was  near  the  door  and,  quickly  open- 
ing it,  darted  from  the  room,  pursued  by  Mills, 
his  face  flaming  with  wrath.  It  flashed  upon 
Frank  that  no  blind  man  could  have  done  this. 
He  decided  that  the  man  was  a  humbug,  and 
could  see  a  little,  at  all  events.  His  blindness 
was  no  doubt  assumed  to  enable  him  to  appeal 
more  effectively  to  the  sympathizing  public. 
This  revelation  disgusted  Frank.  He  could 
not  respect  a  man  who  lived  by  fraud.  Coun- 
terfeit or  no  counterfeit,  he  decided  to  with- 
draw at  once  and  forever  from  the  service  of 
Mr.  Mills. 

His  employer  gave  up  the  pursuit  before  he 
reached  the  street.  Frank  found  himself  on 
the  sidewalk,  free  and  emancipated,  no  richer 
than  when  he  entered  the  service  of  the  blind 
man,  except  in  experience. 

"  I  haven't  got  a  cent,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"  but  I'll  get  along  somehow." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

FRANK  GETS  A  JOB. 

Though  Frank  was  penniless  lie  was  not 
cast  down.  He  was  tolerably  familiar  with  the 
lower  part  of  the  city,  and  had  greater  reliance 
on  himself  than  he  had  a  week  ago.  If  he  had 
only  had  capital  to  the  extent  of  fifty  cents  he 
would  have  felt  quite  at  ease,  for  this  would 
have  set  him  up  as  a  newsboy. 

"I  wonder  if  I  could  borrow  fifty  cents  of 
Dick  Rafferty,'^  considered  Frank.  "  I'll  try, 
at  any  rate." 

He  ran  across  Dick  in  City  Hall  Park.  That 
young  gentleman  was  engaged  in  pitching 
pennies  with  a  brother  professional. 

"  I  say,  Dick,  I  want  to  speak  to  you  a  min- 
ute," said  Frank. 

"All  right!    Go  ahead!" 

"  I've  lost  my  place.'' 

Dick  whistled. 

"  Got  sacked,  have  you?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yes ;  but  I  might  have  stayed." 
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"Why  didn^tyou?'' 

"  Mills  wanted  me  to  pass  a  counterfeit  coin, 
and  I  wouldn't." 

"  Was  it  a  bad-looking  one? '' 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  you're  right.  You  might  have  got 
nabbed." 

"  That  wasn't  the  reason  I  refused.  If  I 
had  been  sure  there'd  been  no  trouble  I 
wouldn't  have  done  it." 

"  Why  not?  "  asked  Dick,  who  did  not  un- 
derstand our  hero's  scruples. 

"  Because  it's  wrong." 

Dick  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  I  guess  you  belong  to  the  church,"  he  said. 

"  No,  I  don't ;  what  makes  you  think  so?  " 

"  Oh,  cause  you're  so  mighty  particular.  I 
wouldn't  mind  passing  it  if  I  was  sure  I 
wouldn't  be  cotched." 

"  I  think  it's  almost  as  bad  as  stealing  to  buy 
bread,  or  anything  else,  and  give  what  isn't 
worth  anything  for  it.  You  might  as  well  give 
a  piece  of  newspaper. 

Though  Frank  was  unquestionably  right,  he 
did  not  succeed  in  making  a  convert  of  Dick 
Rafferty.  Dick  was  a  pretty  good  boy,  consid- 
ering the  sort  of  training  he  had  had ;  but  pass- 
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ing  bad  money  did  not  seem  to  him  objection, 
able,  unless  "  a  fellow  was  cotched,"  as  lie 
expressed  it. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  now?  ^' 
asked  Dick,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  guess  I  can  get  a  living  by  selling 
papers.'' 

"You  can  get  as  good  a  livin'  as  old  Mills 
gave  you.  You'll  get  a  better  bed  at  the 
lodgin'-house  than  that  heap  of  rags  you  laid 
on  up  there." 

"  But  there's  one  trouble,"  continued  Frank, 
"  I  haven't  any  money  to  start  on.  Can  you 
lend  me  fifty  cents?  " 

"  Fifty  cents !  "  repeated  Dick.  "  What  do 
you  take  me  for?  If  I  was  connected  with 
Vanderbilt  or  Astor  I  might  set  you  up  in 
business,  but  now  I  can't." 

"  Twenty-five  cents  will  do,"  said  Frank. 

"  Look  here,  Frank,"  said  Dick,  plunging  his 
hands  into  his  pockets  and  drawing  therefrom 
three  pennies  and  a  nickel,  "  do  you  see 
them?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  it's  all  the  money  I've  got." 

"  I'm  afraid  you  have  been  extravagant, 
Dick,"  said  Frank  in  disappointment. 
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"Last  night  I  went  to  Tony  Pastor's,  and 
when  I  got  through  I  went  into  a  saloon  and 
got  an  Ice-cream  and  a  cigar.  You  couldn't  ex- 
pect a  feller  to  be  very  rich  after  that.  I  say, 
I'll  lend  you  five  cents  if  you  want  it." 

"  No,  thank  you,  Dick.  I'll  wait  till  you  are 
richer." 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Frank,  I'll  save  up  my 
money,  and  by  day  after  to-morrow  I  guess  I 
can  set  you  up." 

"  Thank  you,  Dick.  If  I  don't  have  the 
money  by  that  time  myself  I'll  accept  your 
offer." 

There  was  no  other  boy  with  whom  Frank 
felt  sufficiently  well  acquainted  to  request  a 
loan,  and  he  walked  away  feeling  rather  dis- 
appointed. It  was  certainly  provoking  to 
think  that  nothing  but  the  lack  of  a  small  sum 
stood  between  him  and  remunerative  employ- 
ment. Once  started  he  determined  not  to 
spend  quite  all  his  earnings,  but  to  improve 
upon  his  friend  Dick's  practice,  and,  if  possible, 
get  a  little  ahead. 

When  guiding  the  blind  man  he  often  walked 
up  Broadway,  and  mechanically  he  took  the 
same  direction,  walking  slowly  along,  occasion- 
ally stopping  to  look  in  at  a  shop- window. 
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'A^  he  was  sauntering  along  lie  found  himself 
be.hind  two  gentlemen — >one  an  old  man,  who 
wore  gold  spectacles;  the  other  a  stout,  pleas- 
ant-looking man,  of  middle  age.  Frank  would 
not  have  noticed  them  particularly,  but  for  a 
sudden  start  and  exclamation  from  the  elder 
of  the  two  gentlemen. 

"  I  declare,  Thompson,"  he  said,  "  I've  left 
mv  umbrella  down-town." 

"Where  do  you  think  you  left  it?" 

"  In  Peckham's  office;  that  is,  I  think  I  left 
it  there." 

"  Oh,  well,  he'll  save  it  for  you." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that.  Some  visitor  may 
carry  it  away." 

"  Never  mind,  Mr.  Bowen.  You  are  rich 
enough  to  afford  a  new  one." 

"  It  isn't  the  value  of  the  article,  Thompson," 
said  his  friend,  with  some  emotion.  "  That 
umbrella  was  brought  me  from  Paris  by  my 
son  John,  who  died.  It  is  as  a  souvenir  of  him 
that  I  regard  and  value  it.  I  would  not  lose  it 
for  a  hundred  dollars,  nay,  five  hundred." 

"  If  you  value  it  so  much,  sir,  suppose  we 
turn  round  and  go  back  for  it." 

Frank  had  listened  to  this  conversation,  and 
an  idea  struck  him.    Pressing  forward  he  said 
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respectfully,  "  Let  me  go  for  it,  sir.  I  will  get 
it  and  bring  it  to  your  house.'' 

The  two  gentlemen  fixed  their  eyes  upon  the 
bright,  eager  face  of  the  petitioner. 

"  Who  are  you,  my  boy?  "  asked  Mr.  Thomp- 
son. 

"  I  am  a  poor  boy,  in  want  of  work/'  an- 
swered our  hero  promptly. 

"  What  is  your  name?  " 

"  Frank  Kavanagh." 

"  Where  do  you  live?  " 

"  I'm  trying  to  live  in  the  city,  sir." 

"  What  have  you  been  doing?  " 

"  Leading  a  blind  man,  sir." 

"  Not  a  very  pleasant  employment,  I  should 
judge,"  said  Thompson,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders.   "  Well,  have  you  lost  that  job?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  So  the  blind  man  turned  you  off,  did  he?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Your  services  were  unsatisfactory,  I  sup- 
pose? " 

"  He  wanted  me  to  pass  counterfeit  money 
for  him,  and  I  refused." 

"  If  that  is  true,  it  is  to  your  credit." 

"  It  is  true,  sir,"  said  Frank  quietly. 

"  Come^  Mr.  Bowen,  what  do  you  say — shall 
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we  accept  this  boy's  services?  It  will  save  you 
time  and  trouble." 

"  If  I  were  sure  lie  could  be  trusted,"  said 
Bowen  besltating.  "  He  might  pawn  the  um- 
brella.   It  is  a  valuable  one." 

"  I  hope,  sir,  you  won't  think  so  badly  of  me 
as  that,"  said  Frank,  with  feeling.  "  If  I  were 
willing  to  steal  anything,  it  would  not  be  a 
gift  from  your  dead  son." 

"  I'll  trust  you,  my  boy,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man quickly.  "  Your  tone  convinces  me  that 
you  may  be  relied  upon." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

The  old  gentleman  drew  a  card  from  his 
pocket,  containing  his  name  and  address,  and 
on  the  reverse  side  he  wrote  the  name  of  the 
friend  at  whose  office  he  felt  sure  the  umbrella 
had  been  left,  with  a  brief  note  directing  that 
it  be  handed  to  the  bearer. 

"  All  right,  sir." 

"  Stop  a  moment,  my  boy.  Have  you  got 
money  to  ride?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Here,  take  this  and  go  down  at  once  on  the 
car.    The  sooner  you  get  there  the  better." 

Frank  followed  directions.  He  stopped  the 
next  car  and  got  on  board.    As  he  passed  the 
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City  Hall  Park,  Dick  Kafferty  espied  him. 
Frank  nodded  to  him. 

"  How  did  he  get  money  enough  to  ride  in  a 
car?"  Dick  asked  himself  in  much  wonder- 
ment. "  A  few  minutes  ago  he  wanted  to  bor- 
row some  money  of  me,  and  now  he's  spending 
five  cents  for  a  ride.  Maybe  he's  found  a 
pocketbook." 

Frank  kept  on  his  way  and  got  out  at  Wall 
Street.  He  found  Mr.  Peckham's  office,  and 
on  presenting  the  card,  much  to  his  delight,  the 
umbrella  was  handed  him. 

Mr.  Bowen  was  afraid  to  trust  me  with  it 
over  night,''  said  Mr.  Peckham,  with  a  smile. 

"  He  thought  some  visitor  might  carry  it 
off,"  said  Frank. 

"  Not  unlikely.  Umbrellas  are  considered 
common  property." 

Frank  hailed  another  car  and  started  on  his 
way  uptown. 


CHAPTER   VII. 

AN  INVITATION  TO  DINNER. 

"  Mr.  Bowen  must  be  a  rich  man,"  thought 
Frank,  as  he  paused  on  the  steps  of  a  fine 
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brown-istone  mansion  corresponding  to  the 
number  on  bis  card. 

He  rang  the  bell  and  asked,  "  Is  Mr.  Bowen 
at  bome?  " 

"Yes,  be  is  in  bis  room.  I  don't  tbink  be 
will  see  you/' 

"  I  tbink  be  will,"  said  Frank,  wbo  tbougbt 
tbe  servant  was  taking  too  mucb  upon  berself, 
"  as  I  come  by  bis  appointment." 

"  I  suppose  you  can  come  into  tbe  ball,"  said 
tbe  servant  reluctantly.  "  Is  your  business 
important?  " 

"  You  may  tell  bim  tbat  tbe  boy  be  sent  for 
bis  umbrella  bas  brougbt  it.  He  was  afraid 
be  bad  lost  it." 

"  He  sets  great  store  by  tbat  umbrella,"  said 
tbe  girl  in  a  different  tone.  "  I'll  go  and  tell 
bim." 

Mr.  Bowen  came  down-stairs  almost  immedi- 
ately. Tbere  was  a  look  of  extreme  gratifica- 
tion upon  bis  face. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  bow  quick  you  were ! "  be 
exclaimed.  "  Wby,  I've  only  been  bome  a  few 
minutes.  Did  you  find  tbe  umbrella  at  Mr. 
Peckbam's  office?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  it  bad  been  found  and  taken  care 
of.'' 
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*^  Did  Peckham  say  anything?  " 

*^  He  said  that  you  were  probably  afraid  to 
trust  it  with  him  over  night,  but  he  smiled 
when  he  said  it.'' 

"  Peckham  will  have  his  joke,  but  he  is  an 
excellent  man.  My  boy,  I  am  much  indebted 
to  you." 

"  I  was  very  glad  to  do  the  errand,  sir,''  said 
Frank. 

"  I  think  you  said  that  you  were  poor,"  said 
the  old  man  thoughtfully. 

"  Yes,  sir.  When  I  met  you  I  hadn't  a  cent 
in  the  world." 

"  Haven't  you  any  way  to  make  a  living?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  could  sell  papers  if  I  had 
enough  money  to  set  me  up  in  business." 

"  Does  it  require  a  large  capital?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,"  said  Frank,  smiling,  "  unless 
you  consider  fifty  cents  a  large  sum." 

"  Fifty  cents !  "  repeated  the  old  gentleman 
in  surprise.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  this 
small  sum  would  set  you  up  in  business?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  could  buy  a  small  stock  of 
papers  and  buy  more  with  what  I  received  for 
them." 

''  To  be  sure.    I  didn't  think  of  that." 

Mr.  Bowen  was  not  a  man  of  business.    He 
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had  an  ample  income,  and  his  tastes  were  liter- 
ary and  artistic.  He  knew  more  of  books  than 
of  men  and  more  of  his  study  than  of  the 
world. 

"  Well,  my  boy,"  he  said  after  a  pause,  "  how 
much  do  I  owe  you  for  doing  this  errand?  " 

"  I  leave  that  to  you,  sir.  Whatever  you 
think  right  will  satisfy  me/' 

"  Let  me  see,  you  want  fifty  cents  to  buy 
papers,  and  you  will  require  something  to  pay 
for  your  bed." 

"  Fifty  cents  in  all  will  be  enough,  sir." 

"  I  think  I  had  better  give  you  a  dollar," 
said  the  old  gentleman,  opening  his  pocket- 
book. 

Frank's  eyes  sparkled.  A  dollar  would  do 
him  a  great  deal  of  good;  with  a  dollar  he 
would  feel  quite  independent. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  he  said.  "  It  is  more  than 
I  earned,  but  it  will  be  very  acceptable." 

He  put  on  his  hat  and  was  about  to  leave 
the  house,  when  Mr.  Bowen  suddenly  said, 
"  Oh,  I  think  you'd  better  stay  to  dinner.  It 
will  be  on  the  table  directly.  My  niece  is 
away,  and  if  you  don't  stay  I  shall  be  alone." 

Frank  did  not  know  what  to  say.  He  was 
rather  abashed  by  the  invitation,  but,  as  the 
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old  gentleman  was  to  be  alone  it  did  not  seem 
so  formidable. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  don't  look  fit,"  be  said. 

"  You  can  go  upstairs  and  wash  your  face 
and  bands.  You'll  find  a  clotbes-brusb  tbere 
also.    I'll  ring  for  Susan  to  show  you  the  way." 

He  rang  tbe  bell,  and  the  girl  who  bad  ad- 
mitted Frank  made  her  appearance. 

"  Susan,"  said  her  master,  "  you  may  show 
this  young  gentleman  into  the  back  chamber 
on  the  third  floor,  and  see  that  he  is  supplied 
with  towels  and  all  he  needs.  And  you  may 
lay  an  extra  plate;  he  will  dine  witl?  me." 

Susan  stared  first  at  Mr.  Bowen,  and  then 
at  Frank,  but  did  not  venture  to  make  any  re- 
mark. 

*^  This  way,  young  man,"  she  said,  and  as- 
cended the  front  stairs,  Frank  following  her 
closely. 

She  led  the  way  into  a  handsomely  furnished 
chamber,  ejaculating,  "Well,  I  never!" 

"  I  hope  you'll  find  things  to  your  satisfac- 
tion, sir,"  she  said  drily.  "  If  we'd  known  you 
were  coming,  we'd  have  made  particular  prep- 
arations for  you." 

"  Oh,  I  think  this  will  do,"  said  Frank,  smil- 
ing, for  he  thought  it  a  good  joke. 
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"  I  am  glad  you  think  it'll  do,"  continued 
Susan.  "  Things  mayn't  be  as  nice  as  you're 
accustomed  to  at  home." 

"  Not  quite,"  said  Frank,  good-humoredly, 
"  but  I  shan't  complain." 

"  That's  very  kind  and  considerate  of  you, 
I'm  sure,"  said  Susan,  tossing  her  head. 
"  Well,  I  never  did !  " 

"  Nor  I,  either,  Susan,"  said  Frank,  laugh- 
ing. "  I  am  a  poor  boy,  and  I  am  not  used  to 
this  way  of  living;  so  if  you'll  be  kind  enough 
to  give  me  any  hints,  so  I  may  behave  properly 
at  the  table,  I'll  be  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

This  frank  acknowledgment  quite  appeased 
Susan,  and  she  readily  complied  with  our 
hero's  request. 

"  But  I  must  be  going  down-stairs,  or  dinner 
will  be  late,"  she  said  hurriedly.  "  You  can 
come  down  when  you  hear  the  bell  ring." 

Frank  had  been  well  brought  up,  though  not 
in  the  city,  and  he  was  aware  that  perfect 
neatness  was  one  of  the  first  characteristics  of 
a  gentleman.  He  therefore  scrubbed  his  face 
and  hands  till  they  fairly  shone,  and  brushed 
his  clothes  with  great  care.  Even  then  they 
c^tainly  did  look  rather  shabby,  and  there 
was  a  small  hole  in  the  elbow  of  his  coat ;  but, 
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on  the  whole,  he  looked  quite  passable  when  he 
entered  the  dining-room. 

"  Take  that  seat,  mj  boy,"  said  his  host. 

Frank  sat  down  and  tried  to  look  as  if  he 
was  used  to  it. 

"  Take  this  soup  to  Mr.  Kavanagh,''  said  Mr. 
Bowen  in  a  dignified  tone. 

Frank  started  and  smiled  slightly,  feeling 
more  and  more  that  it  was  an  excellent  joke. 

"  I  wonder  what  Dick  Rafferty  would  say  if 
he  could  see  me  now,"  passed  through  his 
mind. 

He  acquitted  himself  very  creditably,  how- 
ever, and  certainly  displayed  an  excellent  ap- 
petite, much  to  the  satisfaction  of  his  hospit- 
able host. 

After  dinner  was  over  Mr.  Bowen  detained 
him  and  began  to  talk  of  his  dead  son,  telling 
anecdotes  of  his  boyhood,  to  which  Frank 
listened  with  respectful  attention,  for  the 
father's  devotion  was  touching. 

"  I  think  my  boy  looked  a  little  like  you," 
said  the  old  gentleman.  "  What  do  you  think, 
Susan?" 

"  Not  a  mite,  sir,"  answered  Susan  promptly. 

"  When  he  was  a  boy,  I  mean." 
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*^  I  didn't  know  him  when  he  was  a  boy,  Mr. 
Bowen." 

"  No,  to  be  sure  not." 

"  But  Mr.  John  was  dark-complected,  and 
this  boy  is  light,  and  Mr.  John's  hair  was  black, 
and  his  is  brown.'' 

"  I  suppose  I  am  mistaken,"  sighed  the  old 
man ;  "  but  there  was  something  in  the  boy's 
face  that  reminded  me  of  John." 

"  A  little  more,  and  he'll  want  to  adopt  him," 
thought  Susan.  "  That  wouldn't  do  nohow, 
though  he  does  really  seem  like  a  decent  sort  of 
a  boy." 

At  eight  o'clock  Frank  rose  and  wished  Mr. 
Bowen  good-night. 

"  Come  and  see  me  again,  my  boy,"  said  the 
old  gentleman  kindly.  "  You  have  been  a  good 
deal  of  company  for  me  to-night." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,  sir." 

"  I  think  you  might  find  something  better  to 
do  than  selling  papers." 

"  I  wish  I  could,  sir." 

"  Come  and  dine  with  me  again  this  day 
week,  and  I  may  have  something  to  tell  you." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

Feeling  in  his  pocket  to  see  that  his  dollar 
was  safe,  Frank  set  out  to  walk  down-town, 
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repairing  to  the  lodging-house,  where  he  met 
Dick,  and  astonished  that  young  man  by  the 
recital  of  his  adventures. 

^'  It  takes  you  to  get  round,  Frank,''  he  said. 
"  I  wonder  why  I  don't  get  invited  to  dine  on 
Madison  Avenue." 

"  I  give  it  up,"  said  Frank. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  newsboy's  experiences. 

Frank  slept  that  night  at  the  lodging-house, 
and  found  a  much  better  bed  than  he  had  been 
provided  with  by  his  late  employer.  He  was 
up  bright  and  early  the  next  morning  and  pur- 
chased a  stock  of  morning  papers.  These  he 
succeeded  in  selling  during  the  forenoon,  net- 
ting a  profit  of  thirty  cents.  It  was  not  much, 
but  he  was  satisfied.  At  any  rate,  he  was  a 
good  deal  better  off  than  when  in  the  employ 
of  Mr.  Mills.  Of  course  he  had  to  economize 
strictly,  but  the  excellent  arrangements  of  the 
lodging-house  helped  him  to  do  this.  Twelve 
cents  provided  him  with  lodging  and  breakfast. 
At  noon,  in  company  with  his  friend  Dick,  he 
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went  to  a  cheap  restaurant,  then  to  be  found  in 
Ann  street,  near  Park  Eow,  and  for  fifteen 
cents  enjoyed  a  dinner  of  two  courses.  The 
first  consisted  of  a  plate  of  beef,  with  a  potato 
and  a  wedge  of  bread,  costing  ten  cents,  and 
the  second,  a  piece  of  apple-pie. 

"  That's  a  good  square  meal,'^  said  Dick,  in 
a  tone  of  satisfaction.  "  I  oughter  get  one 
every  day,  but  sometimes  I  don't  have  the 
money." 

"  I  should  think  you  could  raise  fifteen  cents 
a  day  for  that  purpose,  Dick." 

"  Well,  so  I  could ;  but  then  you  see  I  save 
my  money  sometimes  to  go  to  the  Old  Bowery, 
or  Tony  Pastor's,  in  the  evenin'." 

"  I  would  like  to  go,  too,  but  I  wouldn't  give 
up  my  dinner.  A  boy  that's  growing  needs 
enough  to  eat." 

"  I  guess  you're  right,"  said  Dick.  "  We'll 
go  to  dinner  together  every  day,  if  you  say  so." 

"  All  right,  Dick ;  I  should  like  your  com- 
pany." 

About  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  as  Frank 
was  resting  on  a  bench  in  the  City  Hall  Park, 
a  girl  of  ten  approached  him.  Frank  recog- 
nized her  as  an  inmate  of  the  tenement-house 
where  Mills,  his  late  employer,  lived. 
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"  Do  you  want  to  see  me?  "  asked  Frank,  ob» 
serving  that  she  was  looking  toward  him. 

"You're  the  boy  that  went  round  with  the 
blind  man,  ain't  you?  "  she  asked. 

"  Yes.'' 

"  He  wants  you  to  come  back." 

Frank  was  rather  surprised,  but  concluded 
that  Mills  had  difficulty  in  obtaining  a  boy  to 
succeed  him.  This  was  not  very  remarkable, 
considering  the  niggardly  pay  attached  to  the 
office. 

"  Did  he  send  you  to  find  me?  "  asked  our 
hero. 

"  Yes ;  he  says  you  needn't  pass  that  money 
if  you'll  come  back." 

"  Tell  him  that  I  don't  want  to  come  back," 
said  Frank  promptly.  "  I  can  do  better  work- 
ing for  myself." 

"  He  wants  to  know  what  you  are  doing," 
continued  the  girl. 

"  Does  he?  You  can  tell  him  that  I  am  a 
newsboy." 

"  He  says  if  you  don't  come  back  he'll  have 
you  arrested  for  stealing  money  from  him. 
You  mustn't  be  mad  with  me.  That's  what  h« 
told  me  to  say.'' 
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^  I  don't  blame  you/'  said  Frank  hotly ; 
^  but  you  can  tell  him  that  he  is  a  liar." 

"  Oh,  I  wouldn't  dare  to  tell  him  that ;  he 
would  beat  me." 

"  How  can  he  do  that,  when  he  can't  see 
where  you  are?  " 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  he  can  go  right 
up  to  where  you  are  just  as  well  as  if  he  could 
see." 

"  So  he  can.  He's  a  humbug  and  a  fraud. 
His  eyes  may  not  be  very  good,  but  he  can  see 
for  all  that.  He  pretends  to  be  blind  so  as  to 
make  money." 

"  That's  what  mother  and  I  think,"  said  the 
girl.    "  So  you  won't  come  back?  " 

"  Not  much.  He  can  hire  some  other  boy, 
and  starve  him.    He  won't  get  me." 

"  Ain't  you  afraid  he'll  have  you  arrested  for 
stealing?  "  asked  the  girl. 

"  If  he  tries  that,  I'll  expose  him  for  wanting 
me  to  pass  a  counterfeit  coin.  I  never  took  a 
cent  from  him." 

"  He'll  be  awful  mad,"  said  the  little  girl. 

**  Let  him.  If  he  had  treated  me  decently,  I 
would  have  stayed  with  him.  Now  I'm  glad  I 
left  him." 

Mills  was  indeed  furious  when,  by  degrees 
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he  had  drawn  from  his  young  messenger  what 
Frank  had  said.  He  was  sorry  to  lose  him,  for 
he  was  the  most  truthful  and  satisfactory  guide 
he  had  ever  employed,  and  he  now  regretted 
that  he  had  driven  him  away  by  his  unreason- 
able exactions.  He  considered  whether  it 
would  be  worth  while  to  have  Frank  arrested 
on  a  false  charge  of  theft,  but  was  restrained 
by  the  fear  that  he  would  himself  be  implicated 
in  passing  counterfeit  money,  that  is,  in  inten- 
tion. He  succeeded  in  engaging  another  boy, 
who  really  stole  from  him,  and  finally  secured 
a  girl,  for  whose  services,  however,  he  was 
obliged  to  pay  her  mother  twenty  cents  every 
time  she  went  out  with  him.  Mean  and 
miserly  as  he  was,  he  agreed  to  this  with  reluc- 
tance, and  only  as  a  measure  of  necessity. 

As  he  became  more  accustomed  to  his  new 
occupation  Frank  succeeded  better.  He  was 
a  boy  of  considerable  energy,  and  was  on  the 
alert  for  customers.  It  was  not  long  before 
his  earnings  exceeded  those  of  Dick  Rafferty, 
who  was  inclined  to  take  things  easily. 

One  evening  Dick  was  lamenting  that  he 
could  not  go  to  the  Old  Bowery. 

"  There's  a  bully  play,  Frank,'^  he  said. 
**  There's  a  lot  of  fightin'  in  it." 
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"What's  it  called,  Dick?" 

^' '  The  Scalpers  of  the  Plains.'  There's  five 
men  murdered  in  the  first  act.  Oh,  it's 
elegant ! " 

"Why  don't  you  go,  then,  Dick?" 

"  'Cause  I'm  dead-broke — busted.  That's 
why.  I  ain't  had  much  luck  this  week,  and  it 
took  all  my  money  to  pay  for  my  lodgin's  and 
grub." 

"  Do  you  want  very  much  to  go  to  the 
theater,  Dick?" 

"  Of  course  I  do ;  but  it  ain't  no  use.  My 
credit  ain't  good  and  I  hain't  no  money  in  the 
bank." 

"  How  much  does  it  cost?  " 

"  Fifteen  cents,  in  the  top  gallery." 

"  Can  you  see  there?  " 

"  Yes,  it's  rather  high  up,  but  a  feller  with 
good  eyes  can  see  all  he  wants  to  there." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do,  Dick.  You  have 
been  a  good  friend  to  me,  and  I'll  take  you  at 
my  expense." 

"You  will?    To-night?" 

«  Yes." 

"You're  a  reg'lar  trump.  We'll  have  a 
stavin'  time.  Sometime,  when  I'm  flush,  I'll 
return  the  compliment.'^ 
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So  the  two  boys  went.  They  were  at  the 
doors  early  and  secured  a  front  seat  in  the  gal- 
lery. The  performance  was  well  adapted  to 
please  the  taste  of  a  boy,  and  they  enjoyed  it 
exceedingly.  Dick  was  uproarious  in  his  ap- 
plause whenever  a  man  was  killed. 

"  Seems  to  me  you  like  to  see  men  killed, 
Dick,"  said  his  friend. 

"  Yes,  it's  kinder  excitin'." 

"  I  don't  like  that  part  so  well  as  some 
others,"  said  Frank. 

"  It's  a  stavin'  play,  ain't  it?  "  ^sked  Dick, 
greatly  delighted. 

Frank  assented. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Frank,"  said  Dick ;  "  I'd 
like  to  be  a  hunter  and  roam  round  the  plains, 
killin'  bears  and  Injuns." 

"Suppose  they  should  kill  you?  That 
wouldn't  suit  you  so  well,  would  it?  " 

"  No,  I  guess  not.  But  I'd  like  to  be  a 
hunter,  wouldn't  you?" 

"  No,  I  would  rather  live  in  New  York.  I 
would  like  to  make  a  journey  to  the  West  if 
I  had  money  enough;  but  I  would  leave  the 
hunting  to  other  men." 

Dick,  however,  did  not  agree  with  his  more 
sensible  companion.    Many  boys  like  him  are 
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charmed  with  the  idea  of  a  wild  life  in  the 
forest,  and  some  have  heen  foolish  enough  to 
leave  good  homes,  and,  providing  themselves 
with  what  they  considered  necessary,  have  set 
out  on  a  journey  in  quest  of  the  romantic  ad- 
ventures which  in  stories  had  fired  their  imagi- 
nations. If  their  wishes  could  be  realized  it 
would  not  be  long  before  the  romance  would 
fade  out,  and  they  would  long  for  the  good 
homes,  which  they  had  never  before  fully  ap- 
preciated. 

When  the  week  was  over,  Frank  found  that 
he  had  lived  within  his  means,  as  he  had  re- 
solved to  do ;  but  he  had  not  done  much  more. 
He  began  with  a  dollar  which  he  had  received 
from  Mr.  Bowen,  and  now  he  had  a  dollar  and 
a  quarter.  There  was  a  gain  of  twenty-five 
cents.  There  would  have  been  a  little  more  if 
he  had  not  gone  to  the  theater  with  Dick :  but 
this  he  did  not  regret.  He  felt  that  he  needed 
some  amusement,  and  he  wished  to  show  his 
gratitude  to  his  friend  for  various  kind  ser- 
vices. The  time  had  come  to  accept  Mr, 
Bowen''s  second  dinner  invitation.  As  Frank 
looked  at  his  shabby  clothes  he  wished  there 
were  a  good  pretext  for  declining,  but  he  re- 
flected that  this  would  not  be  polite,  and  that 
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the  old  gentleman  would  make  allowances  t(Xt 
his  wardrobe.  He  brushed  up  his  clothes  as 
well  as  he  could,  and  obtained  a  "  boss  shine  ^' 
from  Dick.  Then  he  started  for  the  house  on 
Madison  Avenue. 

"  1^11  lend  you  mj  clo'es  if  you  want  'em,^' 
said  Dick. 

"  There  are  too  many  spots  of  blacking  on 
them,  Dick.  As  I^m  a  newsboy,  it  wouldn't 
look  appropriate.  I  shall  have  to  make  mine 
answer.^' 

"  ni  shine  up  the  blackin'  spots  if  you  want 
me  to." 

"  Never  mind.  Dick.  I'll  wait  till  next  time 
for  your  suit." 


CHAPTER  IX. 

VICTOR  DUPONT. 

As  Frank  was  walking  on  Madison  Avenue, 
a  little  before  reaching  the  house  of  Mr.  Bowen 
he  met  a  boy  of  his  own  age,  whom  he  recog- 
nized. Victor  Dupont  had  spent  the  previous 
summer  at  the  hotel  in  the  country  village 
where  Frank  had  lived  until  he  came  to  the 
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city.  Victor  was  proud  of  his  social  position, 
but  time  hung  so  heavily  upon  his  hands  in  the 
country  that  he  was  glad  to  keep  company  with 
the  village  boys.  Frank  and  he  had  fre- 
quently gone  fishing  together,  and  had  been  as- 
sociated in  other  amusements,  so  that  they 
were  for  the  time  quite  intimate.  The  mem- 
ories of  home  and  past  pleasures  thronged 
upon  Frank  as  he  met  Victor,  and  his  face 
flushed  with  pleasure. 

"  Why,  Victor,"  he  said  eagerly,  extending 
his  hand,  ^^  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you ! '' 

Frank  forgot  that  intimacy  in  the  country 
does  not  necessarily  lead  to  intimacy  in  the 
city,  and  he  was  considerably  surprised  when 
Victor,  not  appearing  to  notice  his  offered 
hand,  said  coldly :  "  I  don't  think  I  remember 
you.'' 

"  Don't  remember  me !  "  exclaimed  Frank, 
amazed.  "  Why,  I  am  Frank  Kavanagh ! 
Don't  you  remember  how  much  we  were  to- 
gether last  summer,  and  what  good  times  we 
had  fishing  and  swimming  together?" 

"  Yes,  I  believe  I  do  remembr  you  now," 
drawled  Victor,  still  not  offering  his  hand, 
or  expressing  any  pleasure  at  the  meeting. 
"  When  did  you  come  to  the  city?  " 
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"  I  have  been  here  two  or  three  weeks,"  re- 
plied Frank. 

"  Oh,  indeed!    Are  you  going  to  remain? '' 

"  Yes,  if  I  can  earn  a  living." 

Victor  scanned  Frank's  clothes  with  a 
critical,  and  evidently  rather  contemptuous, 
glance. 

"  What  are  you  doing?  "  he  asked.  "  Are 
you  in  a  store?  " 

"  No ;  I  am  selling  papers." 

'^  A  newsboy !  "  said  Victor,  with  a  curve  of 
the  lip. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank,  his  pleasure  quite 
chilled  by  Victor's  mannner. 

"  Are  you  doing  well?  "  asked  Victor,  more 
from  curiosity  than  interest. 

"  I  am  making  my  expenses." 

"  How  do  you  happen  to  be  in  this  neighbor- 
hood?   I  suppose  you  sell  papers  down-town." 

"  Yes,  but  I  am  invited  to  dinner." 

"  Not  here — on  the  avenue !  "  ejaculated 
Victor. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank,  enjoying  the  other\ 
surprise. 
•  ^^  Where?"  "'^'"■ 

Frank  mentioned  the  number. 
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"  Why,  that  is  next  to  my  house.  Mr.  Bowen 
lives  there." 

"  Yes." 

"  Perhaps  you  know  some  of  the  servantSj 
suggested  Victor. 

"  I  know  one,"  said  Prank,  smiling,  for  he 
read  Victor's  thoughts;  "  but  my  invitation 
comes  from  Mr,  Eowen." 

"Did  you  c  >^r  dine  there  before?"  asked 
Victor,  puzzled. 

"  Yes,  last  week.'' 

"  You  must  excuse  my  mentioning  it,  but  I 
should  hardly  think  you  would  like  to  sit  down 
at  a  gentleman's  table  in  that  shabby  suit." 

"  I  don't,"  answered  Frank ;  "  but  I  have  no 
better." 

"  Then  you  ought  to  decline  the  invitation.'' 

"  I  would,  but  for  appearing  impolite." 

"  It  seems  very  strange  that  Mr.  Bowen 
should  invite  a  newsboy  to  dinner." 

"  Perhaps  if  you'd  mention  what  you  think 
of  it,"  said  Frank,  somewhat  nettled,  "he 
would  recall  the  invitation." 

"  Oh,  it's  nothing  to  me,"  said  Victor ;  "  but 
I  thought  I'd  mention  it,  as  I  know  more  of 
etiquette  than  you  do." 
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"You  are  very  considerate,"  said  Frank, 
with  a  slight  tinge  of  sarcasm  in  his  tone. 

By  this  time  he  had  reached  the  house  of  Mr. 
Bowen,  and  the  two  boys  parted. 

Frank  could  not  help  thinking  a  little  about 
what  Victor  had  said.  His  suit,  as  he  looked 
down  at  it,  seemed  shabbier  than  ever.  Again 
it  occurred  to  him  that  perhaps  Mr.  Bowen  had 
forgotten  the  invitation,  and  this  would  make 
it  very  awkward  for  him.  As  he  waited  for  the 
door  to  open  he  decided  that,  if  it  should  ap- 
pear that  he  was  not  expected,  he  would  give 
some  excuse,  and  go  away. 

Susan  opened  the  door. 

"  Mr.  Bowen  invited  me  to  come  here  to 
dinner  te-night,"  began  Frank,  rather  ner- 
vously. 

"  Yes,  you  are  expected,"  said  Susan,  very 
much  to  his  relief.  "  Wipe  your  feet,  and  come 
right  in." 

Frank  obeyed. 

"  You  are  to  go  up-stairs  and  get  ready  for 
dinner,"  said  Susan,  and  she  led  the  way  to  the 
same  chamber  into  which  our  hero  had  been 
ushered  the  week  before. 

"  There    won't    be    much    getting    ready/' 
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thought  Frank.  "  However,  I  can  stay  there 
till  I  hear  the  bell  ring." 

As  he  entered  the  room  he  saw  a  suit  ol 
clothes  and  some  underclothing  lying  on  the 
bed. 

"  They  are  for  you/'  said  Susan  laconically. 

"  For  me ! "  exclaimed  Frank,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes,  put  them  on,  and  when  you  come  down 
to  dinner  Mr.  Bowen  will  see  how  they  fit." 

"  Is  it  a  present  from  him?  "  asked  Frank, 
overwhelmed  with  surprise  and  gratitude,  for 
he  could  see  that  the  clothes  were  very  hand- 
some. 

"  Well,  they  ain't  from  me,"  said  Susan, 
"  so  it's  likely  they  come  from  him.  Don't  be 
too  long,  for  Mr.  Bowen  doesn't  like  to  have 
any  one  late  to  dinner." 

Susan  had  been  in  the  service  of  her  present 
mistress  fifteen  years,  and  was  a  privileged 
character.  She  liked  to  have  her  own  way; 
but  had  sterling  qualities,  being  neat,  faithful, 
and  industrious. 

"  I  wonder  whether  I  am  awake  or  dream- 
ing," thought  Frank,  when  he  was  left  alone. 
"  I  shouldn't  like  to  wake  up  and  find  it  was 
all  a  dream." 

He  began  at  once  to  change  his  shabby 
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clothes  for  the  new  ones.  He  found  that  the 
articles  provided  were  a  complete  outfit,  in- 
cluding shirt,  collar,  cuffs,  stockings;  in  fact 
everything  that  was  needful.  The  coat,  pants 
and  vest  were  a  neat  gray,  and  proved  to  be  an 
excellent  fit.  In  the  bosom  of  the  shirt  were 
neat  studs,  and  the  cuffs  were  supplied  with 
sleeve-buttons  to  correspond.  When  Frank 
stood  before  the  glass,  completely  attired,  he 
hardly  knew  himself.  He  was  as  well  dressed 
as  his  aristocratic  acquaintance,  Victor  Du- 
pont,  and  looked  more  like  a  city  boy  than  a 
boy  bred  in  the  country. 

"  I  never  looked  so  well  in  my  life,''  thought 
our  young  hero  complacently.  "  How  kind 
Mr.  Bowen  is !  " 

Frank  did  not  know  it ;  but  he  was  indebted 
for  this  gift  to  Susan's  suggestion.  When  her 
master  told  her  in  the  morning  that  Frank  was 
coming  to  dinner,  she  said,  "  It's  a  pity  the 
boy  hadn't  some  better  clothes." 

"  I  didn't  notice  his  clothes,"  said  Mr. 
Bowen.    "  Are  they  shabby?  " 

"  Yes ;  and  they  are  almost  worn  out.  They 
don't  look  fit  for  one  who  is  going  to  sit  at 
your  table." 


The  Telegraph-Boy.  73 

"  Bless  mj  soul !  I  never  thought  of  that. 
You  think  he  needs  some  new  clothes." 

"  He  needs  them  badly." 

"  I  will  call  at  Baldwin's,  and  order  some 
ready-made;  but  I  don't  know  his  size." 

"  He's  about  two  inches  shorter  than  you, 
Mr.  Bowen.  Tell  'em  that,  and  they  will  know. 
He  ought  to  have  shirts  and  stockings,  too." 

"  So  he  shall,"  said  the  old  man,  quite  inter- 
ested. '^  He  shall  have  a  full  rig-out  from  top 
to  toe.  Where  shall  I  go  for  the  shirts  and 
things?  " 

Susan  had  a  nephew  about  Frank's  age,  and 
she  was  prepared  to  give  the  necssary  informa- 
tion. The  old  gentleman,  who  had  no  business 
to  attend  to,  was  delighted  to  have  something 
to  fill  up  his  time.  He  went  out  directly  after 
breakfast,  or  as  soon  as  he  had  read  the  morn- 
ing paper,  and  made  choice  of  the  articles  al- 
ready described,  giving  strict  injunctions  that 
they  should  be  sent  home  immediately. 

This  was  the  way  Frank  got  his  new  outfit. 

When  he  came  down-stairs  Mr.  Bowen  was 
waiting  eagerly  to  see  the  transformation.  The 
result  delighted  him. 

"Why,  I  shouldn't  have  known  you!"  he 
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exclaimed,  lifting  both  hands.  "  I  had  no  idea 
new  clothes  would  change  you  so  much." 

"  I  don^t  know  how  to  thank  you,  sir,"  said 
Frank  gratefully. 

"  I  never  should  have  thoughit  of  it  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  Susan." 

"  Then  I  thank  you,  Susan,"  said  Frank, 
offering  his  hand  to  the  girl,  as  she  entered  the 
room. 

Susan  was  pleased.  She  liked  to  be  appre- 
ciated; and  she  noted  with  satisfaction  the 
great  improvement  in  Frank's  appearance. 

"  You  are  quite  welcome,"  she  said ;  "  but  it 
was  master's  money  that  paid  for  the  clothes." 

"  It  was  your  kindness  that  made  him  think 
of  it,"  said  Frank. 

From  that  moment  Susan  became  Frank's 
fast  friend.  W  generally  like  those  whom  we 
have  benefited,  if  our  services  are  suitably 
acknowledged. 


CHAPTER   X. 

A  NEW  PROSPECT. 

"  Well,  Frank,  and  how  is  your  business?  '* 
asked  the  old  gentleman,  when  they  were  sit- 
ting at  the  dinner-table. 
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"  Pretty  good,  sir.'' 

"  Are  you  making  your  expenses?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  just  about." 

"  That  is  well.  Mind  you  never  run  into 
debt.    That  is  a  bad  plan." 

"  I  shan't  have  to  now,  sir.  If  I  had  had  to 
buy  clothes  for  myself,  I  might  have  had  to." 

"  Do  you  find  the  shirts  and  stockings  fit 
you?" 

"  Yes,  sir ;  they  are  just  right." 

"  I  bought  half  a  dozen  of  each.  Susan  will 
give  you  the  bundle  when  you  are  ready  to  go. 
If  they  had  not  been  right,  they  could  have 
been  exchanged." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  I  shall  feel  rich  with  so 
many  clothes." 

"  Where  do  you  sleep,  Frank?  " 

"  At  the  Newsboy's  Lodging-house." 

"  Is  there  any  place  there  where  you  can 
keep  your  clothes?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  Each  boy  has  a  locker  to  him- 
self." 

"  That  is  a  good  plan.  It  would  be  better  if 
you  had  a  room  to  yourself." 

"  I  can't  afford  it  yet,  sir.  The  lodging- 
house  costs  me  only  forty-two  cents  a  week  for 
a  bed,  and  I  could  not  get  a  room  for  that." 
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"  Bless  my  soul !  That  is  very  cheap. 
Really,  I  think  I  could  save  money  by  giving 
up  my  house,  and  going  there  to  sleep." 

"  I  don't  think  you  would  like  it,  sir,"  said 
Frank,  smiling. 

"  Probably  not.  Now,  Frank,  I  am  going  to 
mention  a  plan  I  have  for  you.  You  don'>t 
want  to  be  a  newsboy  all  your  life." 

"  No,  sir ;  I  think  I  should  get  tired  of  it  by 
the  time  I  was  fifty." 

"  My  friend  Thompson,  the  gentleman  who 
was  walking  with  me  when  we  first  saw  you, 
is  an  officer  of  the  American  District  Telegraph 
Company.  They  employ  a  large  number  of 
boys  at  their  various  offices  to  run  errands; 
and  in  fact,  to  do  anything  that  is  required  of 
them.  Probably  you  have  seen  some  of  the 
boys  going  about  the  city." 

"  Yes,  sir;  they  have  a  blue  uniform." 

"  Precisely.  How  would  you  like  to  get  a 
situation  of  that  kind?  " 

"  Very  much,,  sir,"  said  Frank  promptly. 

"  Would  you  like  it  better  than  being  a  news- 
boy?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  My  friend  Thompson,  to  whom  I  spoke  on 
the  subject,  says  he  will  take  you  on  in  a  few 
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weeks,  provided  you  will  qualify  yourself  for 
the  post." 

"  I  will  do  that,  sir,  if  you  will  tell  me  how." 

"  You  must  be  well  acquainted  with  the  city 
in  all  its  parts,  know  the  locations  of  different 
hotels,  prominent  buildings,  have  a  fair  educa- 
tion, and  be  willing  to  make  yourself  generally 
useful.  You  will  have  to  satisfy  the  superin- 
tendent that  you  are  fitted  for  the  position. " 

"  I  think  my  education  will  be  sufficient," 
said  Frank,  "  for  I  always  went  to  school  till 
just  before  I  came  to  the  city.  I  know  some- 
thing about  the  lower  part  of  the  city,  but  I 
will  go  about  every  day  during  the  hours  when 
I  am  not  selling  papers  till  I  am  familiar  with 
all  parts  of  it." 

"  Do  so,  and  when  there  is  a  vacancy  I  will 
let  you  know." 

''  How  much  pay  shall  I  get,  sir,  if  they  ac- 
cept me?  " 

"  About  three  dollars  a  week  at  first,  and 
more  when  you  get  familiar  with  your  duties. 
No  doubt  money  will  also  be  given  you  by 
some  who  employ  you,  though  you  will  not  be 
allowed  to  ask  for  any  fees.  Very  likely  you 
will  get  nearly  as  much  in  this  way  as  from 
your  salary." 
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Frank's  face  expressed  satisfaction. 

"  That  will  be  bully,"  be  said. 

"  I  beg  pardon/'  said  the  old  gentleman 
politely.    "  Wbat  did  you  remark?  " 

"  That  will  be  excellent/'  said  Frank,  blush- 
ing. 

"  I  thought  you  spoke  of  a  bully." 

"  It  was  a  word  I  learned  from  Dick  Raf- 
ferty,"  said  Frank,  feeling  rather  embarrassed. 

"  And  who  is  Dick  Rafferty?  " 

"  One  of  my  friends  at  the  lodging-house." 

"  Unless  his  education  is  better  than  yours  I 
would  not  advise  you  to  learn  any  of  his 
words." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir." 

"  You  must  excuse  my  offering  you  advice. 
It  is  the  privilege  of  the  old  to  advise  the 
young." 

"  I  shall  always  be  glad  to  follow  your  ad- 
vice, Mr.  Bowen,"  said  Frank. 

"  Good  boy,  good  boy,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man approvingly.  "  I  wish  all  boys  were  like 
you.  Some  think  they  know  more  than  their 
grandfathers.  There's  one  of  that  kind  who 
lives  UQxt  door." 

"  His  name  is  Victor  Dupont,  isn't  it,  sir?  '* 


The  Telegraph- Boy,  79 

Mr.  Bowen  looked  surprised.  "  How  is  it 
that  you  know  his  name? ''  he  asked. 

"  We  were  together  a  good  deal  last  summer. 
His  family  boarded  at  the  hotel  in  the  country 
village  where  I  used  to  live.  He  and  I  went 
bathing  and  fishing  together.'' 

'^  Indeed !  Have  you  seen  him  since  you 
came  to  the  city?" 

"  I  met  him  as  I  was  on  my  way  here  this 
afternoon." 

"  Did  he  speak  to  you?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  though  at  first  he  pretended  he 
didn't  remember  me." 

"  Just  like  him.  He  is  a  very  proud  and  con- 
ceited boy.  Did  you  tell  him  you  were  coming 
to  dine  with  me?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  He  seemed  very  much  surprised, 
as  I  had  just  told  him  I  was  a  newsboy.  He 
said  he  was  surprised  that  you  should  invite  a 
newsboy  to  dine  with  you." 

"  I  would  much  rather  have  you  dine  with 
me  than  him.    What  more  did  he  say?  " 

"  He  said  he  shouldn't  think  I  would  like  to 
go  out  to  dinner  with  such  a  shabby  suit." 

"  We  have  removed  that  objection,"  said  Mr. 
Bowen,  smiling. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Frank ;  "  I  think  Victor  will 
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treat  me  more  respectfully  now  when  he  meets 


me." 


"  The  respect  of  such  a  boy  is  of  very  little 
importance.     He  judges  only  by  the  outside." 

At  an  early  hour  Frank  took  his  leave, 
promising  to  call  again  before  long. 

"  Where  can  I  send  to  you  if  you  are  wanted 
for  a  telegraph  boy?  "  asked  Mr.  Bowen. 

"  A  letter  to  me  addressed  to  the  care  of  Mr. 
O'Connor  at  the  lodging-house  will  reach  me," 
said  Frank. 

"  Write  it  down  for  me,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man. "  You  will  find  writing-materials  on 
yonder  desk." 

When  Frank  made  his  appearance  at  the 
lodging-house  in  his  new  suit,  with  two 
bundles,  one  containing  his  old  clothes,  and  the 
other  his  extra  supply  of  underclothing,  his  ar- 
rival made  quite  a  sensation. 

"  Have  you  come  into  a  fortun'?  "  asked  one 
boy. 

"  Did  you  draw  a  prize  in  the  Havana  lot- 
tery? "  asked  another. 

"  Have  you  been  playing  policy?  "  asked  a 
third. 

"You're  all  wrong,"   said   Dick   Eafferty. 
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*^  Frank's  been  adopted  by  a  rich  man  up  on 
Madison  Avenue.    Ain't  that  so,  Frank?  " 

"  Something  like  it/'  said  Frank.  "  There's 
a  gentleman  up  there  who  has  been  very  kind 
to  me." 

"  If  he  wants  to  adopt  another  chap,  spake 
a  good  word  for  me,"  said  Patsy  Keagan. 

"  Whisht,  Patsy,  he  don't  want  no  Irish  bog- 
trotter,"  said  Phil  Donovan. 

^'  You're  Irish  yourself,  Phil,  now,  and  you 
can't  deny  it." 

"  What  if  I  am?  I  ain't  no  bog-trotter — I'm 
the  son  of  an  Irish  count.  You  can  see  by  my 
looks  that  I  belong  to  the  gintry." 

"  Then  the  gintry  must  have  red  hair  and 
freckles,  Phil.    There  ain't  no  chance  for  you." 

"Tell  us  all  about  it,  Frank,"  said  Dick. 
"  Shure  I'm  your  best  friend,  and  you  might 
mention  my  name  to  the  ould  gintleman  if  he's 
got  any  more  good  clothes  to  give  away." 

"  I  will  with  pleasure,  Dick,  if  I  think  it 
will  do  any  good." 

"  You  won't  put  on  no  airs  because  you're 
better  dressed  than  the  likes  of  us?  " 

"  I  shall  wear  my  old  clothes  to-morrow, 
Dick.  I  can't  afford  to  wear  my  best  clothes 
every  day." 
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''  I  can,"  said  Dick  dryly,  which  was  quite 
true,  as  his  best  clothes  were  the  only  ones  he 
had. 

Bright  and  early  the  next  morning  Frank 
was  about  his  work,  without  betraying  in  any 
way  the  proud  consciousness  of  being  the 
owner  of  two  suits.  He  followed  Mr.  Bowen's 
advice  and  spent  his  leisure  hours  in  exploring 
the  city  in  its  various  parts,  so  that  in  the 
course  of  a  month  he  knew  more  about  it  than 
the  boys  who  had  lived  in  it  all  their  lives.  He 
told  Dick  his  object  in  taking  these  long  walks, 
and  urged  him  to  join  him  in  the  hope  of  win- 
ning a  similar  position ;  but  Dick  decided  that 
it  was  too  hard  work.  He  preferred  to  spend 
his  leisure  time  in  playing  marbles  or  pitching 
pennies. 


CHAPTER    XL 

THE  TELEGRAPH-BOY. 

Six  weeks  later  Frank  Kavanagh,  through 
the  influence  of  his  patron,  found  himself  in 
the  uniform  of  a  District  Telegraph  Messenger. 
The  blue  suit,  and  badge  upon  his  cap,  are 
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familiar  to  every  city  resident.  The  uniform  is 
provided  by  the  company,  but  must  be  paid  for 
by  weekly  instalments,  which  are  deducted 
from  the  wages  of  the  wearers.  This  would 
have  seriously  embarrassed  Frank  but  for  an 
opportune  gift  of  ten  dollars  from  Mr.  Bo  wen, 
which  nearly  paid  the  expense  of  his  suit. 

Frank  was  employed  in  one  of  the  up-town 
offices  of  the  company.  For  the  information  of 
such  of  my  young  readers  as  live  in  the  country 
it  may  be  explained  that  large  numbers  of 
houses  and  offices  in  the  city  are  connected 
with  the  offices  of  the  District  Telegraph  by 
machines,  through  which,  at  any  time  in  the 
day  or  night,  a  messenger  may  be  summoned 
for  any  purpose.  It  is  only  necessary  to  raise 
a  knob  in  the  box  provided,  and  a  bell  is  rung 
in  the  office  of  the  company.  Of  course,  there 
Is  more  or  less  transient  business  besides  that 
of  the  regular  subscribers. 

Boys,  on  arriving  at  the  office,  seat  them- 
selves, and  are  called  upon  in  order.  A  boy 
just  returned  from  an  errand  hangs  up  his  hat, 
and  takes  his  place  at  the  foot  of  the  line.  He 
will  not  be  called  upon  again  till  all  who  are 
ahead  of  him  have  been  despatched  in  one  di- 
rection or  another. 
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Frank  was  curious  to  know  what  woud  be 
his  first  duty,  and  waited  eagerly  for  his  turn 
to  come. 

At  length  it  came. 

"  Go  to  No. Madison  Avenue/'  said  the 

superintendent. 

A  few  minutes  later  Frank  was  ascending 
the  steps  of  a  handsome  brown-stone  residence. 

^*'  Oh,  you're  the  telegraph-boy,"  said  a 
colored  servant.  "  You're  to  go  up-stairs  into 
missus'  sitting-room." 

Upon  entering,  Frank  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  a  rather  stout  lady,  who  was  re- 
clining on  a  sofa. 

He  bowed  politely,  and  waited  for  his  in- 
structions. 

"  I  hope  you  are  a  trustworthy  boy,"  said 
the  stout  lady. 

'^  I  hope  so,  ma'am." 

"  Come  here,  Fido,"  said  the  lady. 

A  little  mass  of  hair,  with  two  red  eyes  peep- 
ing out,  rose  from  the  carpet  and  waddled  to- 
ward the  lady,  for  Fido  was,  about  as  stout  as 
his  mistress. 

"  Do  you  like  dogs?"  asked  Mrs.  Leroy^  for 
this  was  the  lady's  name. 
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"Yes^  ma'am,"  answered  Frank,  wondering 
what  that  had  to  do  with  his  errand. 

"  I  sent  for  you  to  take  my  sweet  darling  out 
for  an  airing.  His  health  requires  that  he 
should  go  out  every  day.  I  generally  take  him 
myself,  but  this  morning  I  have  a  severe  head- 
ache, and  do  not  feel  equal  to  the  task.  My 
dear  little  pet,  will  you  go  out  with  this  nice 
boy?  " 

Fido  looked  gravely  at  Frank  and  sneezed. 

"  I  hope  the  darling  hasn't  got  cold,''  said 
Mrs.  Leroy,  with  solicitude.  "  My  lad,  what 
is  your  name?  " 

"  Frank  Kavanagh,  ma'am." 

"  Will  you  take  great  care  of  my  little  pet, 
Frank?" 

"  I  will  try  to,  madam.  Where  do  you  want 
him  to  go?  " 

"  To  Madison  Park.  He  always  likes  the 
park,  because  it  is  so  gay.  When  you  get  there 
you  may  sit  down  on  one  of  the  benches  and 
give  him  time  to  rest." 

"  Yes,  ma'am.  How  long  would  you  like  me 
to  stay  out  with  him?  " 

"  About  an  hour  and  a  half.  Have  you  a 
watch?" 
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"  No ;  but  I  can  tell  the  time  by  tbe  clock 
in  front  of  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel/' 

"  To  be  sure.  I  was  going  to  lend  you  my 
watch." 

^^  Shall  I  start  now?'' 

"  Yes.  Here  is  the  string.  Don't  make  Fido 
go  too  fast.  He  is  stout,  and  cannot  walk 
fast.  You  will  be  sure  to  take  great  care  of 
him?" 

"  Yes,  madam." 

"  And  you  keep  watch  that  no  bad  man  car- 
ries off  my  Fido.  I  used  to  send  him  out  by 
one  of  the  girls,  till  I  found  that  she  ill-treated 
the  poor  thing.  Of  course,  I  couldn't  stand 
that,  so  I  sent  her  packing,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  I  will  try  to  follow  your  directions,"  said 
Frank,  who  wanted  to  laugh  at  the  lady's 
ridiculous  devotion  to  her  ugly  little  favorite. 

"  That  is  right.  You  look  like  a  good  boy. 
I  will  give  you  something  for  yourself  when 
you  come  back." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Frank,  who  was 
better  pleased  with  this  remark  than  any  the 
lady  had  previously  made. 

Mrs.  Leroy  kissed  Fido  tenderly,  and  con- 
signed him  to  the  care  of  our  hero. 

'^  I  suppose,"  said  Frank  to  himself,  "  that  I 
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am  the  dog's  nurse.  It  is  rather  a  queer  office; 
but  as  long  as  I  am  well  paid  for  it  I  don't 
mind." 

When  Fido  found  himself  on  the  sidewalk 
he  seemed  disinclined  to  move;  but  after  a 
while,  by  dint  of  coaxing,  he  condescended  to 
waddle  along  at  Frank's  heels. 

After  a  while  they  reached  Madison  Park, 
and  Frank,  according  to  his  instructions,  took 
a  seat,  allowing  Fido  to  curl  up  at  his  side. 

"  This  isn't  very  hard  work,"  thought  Frank. 
"  I  wish  I  had  a  book  or  paper  to  read,  to 
while  away  the  time." 

While  he  was  sitting  there  Victor  Dupont 
came  sauntering  along. 

"  Hello ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  surprise,  as  he 
recognized  Frank,  ^Ms  that  you?" 

"  I  believe  it  is,"  answered  Frank,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Are  you  a  telegraph-boy?  " 

"  Yes." 

^I  thought  you  were  a  newsboy?" 

"  So  I  was ;  but  I  have  changed  my  business." 

*'  What  are  you  doing  here?  " 

"  Taking  care  of  a  dog,"  said  Frank,  laugh' 
in. 

"  Is  that  the  dog?  " 
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"  Yes." 

"  It's  a  beastly  little  brute.  What's  its 
name?" 

"  Fido.'' 

"Who  does  it  belong  to?''^ 

Frank  answered. 

"  I  know,"  said  Victor ;  "  it's  a  fat  lady  liv- 
ing on  the  avenue.  I  have  seen  her  out  often 
with  the  little  pug.  How  do  you  feel,  Fido?  " 
and  Victor  began  to  pull  the  hair  of  the  lady's 
favorite. 

"  Don't  do  that,  Victor,"  remonstrated 
Frank. 

"Why  not?" 

"  Mrs.  Leroy  wouldn't  like  it." 

"  Mrs.  Leroy  isn't  here." 

"  I  am,"  said  Frank  emphatically,  "  and  that 
is  the  same  thing." 

Victor,  by  way  of  reply,  pinched  Fido's  ear, 
and  the  little  animal  squeaked  his  disapproval. 

"  Look  here,  Victor,"  said  Frank  decidedly, 
"  you  must  stop  that." 

"  Must  I  ?  "  sneered  Victor  contemptuously. 
"Suppose  I  don't?" 

"  Then  I  shall  punch  you,"  said  Frank 
quietly. 

"  You  are  impertinent,"  said  Victor  haugh- 
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til  J.    '^  You  needn't  put  on  such  airs  because 
you  are  nurse  to  a  puppy." 

"  That  is  better  than  being  a  puppy  myself/' 
retorted  Frank. 

"Do  you  mean  to  insult  me?"  demanded 
Victor  quickly. 

"  No,  unless  you  choose  to  think  the  remark 
fits  you." 

"  I  have  a  great  mind  to  give  you  a  thrash- 
ing," said  Victor  furiously. 

"  Of  course,  I  should  sit  still  and  let  you  do 
it,"  said  Frank  calmly.  "  Fido  is  under  my 
care,  and  I  can't  have  him  teased.  That  is 
right,  isn't  it?" 

"  I  did  wrong  to  notice  you,"  said  Victor. 
"  You  are  only  a  dog's  nurse." 

Frank  laughed. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  said.  "  It  is  new  bus- 
iness for  me,  and,  though  it  is  easy  enough,  I 
can't  say  I  like  it.  However,  I  am  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Telegraph  Company,  and  must  do 
whatever  is  required." 

Victor  walked  aw^ay,  rather  annoyed  because 
lie  could  not  tease  Frank. 

"  The  boy  has  no  pride,"  he  said  to  himself- 
"  or  he  wouldn't  hire  out  to  take  care  of  dogsr 
But,  then,  it  is  suitable  enough  for  him." 
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"  Is  that  dawg  yours?  "  asked  a  rough-look- 
ing man,  taking  his  seat  on  the  bench  near 
Frank. 

"  No,  sir." 

"How  old  is  it?'« 

"  I  don't  know/' 

"  Looks  like  a  dawg  I  used  to  own.  Let  me 
take  him." 

"  I  would  rather  not,"  said  Frank  coldly. 
"  It  belongs  to  a  lady  who  is  very  particular." 

"  Oh,  you  won't,  won't  you?  "  said  the  man 
roughly.  "  Danged  if  I  don't  think  it  is  my 
dawg,  after  all ; "  and  the  man  seized  Fido, 
and  was  about  to  carry  him  away. 

But  Frank  seized  him  by  the  arm,  and  called 
for  help. 

"  What's  the  matter?  "  asked  a  park  police- 
man who,  unobserved  by  either,  had  come  up 
behind. 

"  This  man  is  trying  to  steal  my  dog,"  said 
Frank. 

"  The  dog  is  mine,"  said  the  thief  boldly. 

"  Drop  him ! "  said  the  officer  authorita- 
tively. "  I  have  seen  that  dog  before.  He  be- 
longs to  neither  of  you." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Frank.     "  It  belongs 
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to  Mrs.  Leroj,  of  Madison  Avenue,  and  I  am 
employed  to  take  it  out  for  an  airing." 

"  It's  a  lie !  "  said  the  man  sullenly. 

"  If  you  are  seen  again  in  this  neighbor- 
hood/' said  the  policeman,  "  I  shall  arrest  you. 
Now  clear  out !  " 

The  would-be  thief  slunk  away,  and  Frank 
thanked  the  officer. 

"  That  man  is  a  dog-stealer,"  said  the  police- 
man. "  His  business  is  to  steal  dogs,  and  wait 
till  a  reward  is  offered.    Look  out  for  him  1 " 


CHAPTER  XII. 

A  WAYWARD  SON. 

When  Frank  carried  Fido  back  to  his  mis- 
tress, he  thought  it  his  duty  to  tell  Mrs.  Leroy 
of  the  attempt  to  abduct  the  favorite. 

Mrs.  Leroy  turned  pale. 

"  Did  the  man  actually  take  my  little  pet?  " 
she  asked. 

"  Yes,  ma'am.    He  said  it  was  his  dog." 

"  The  horrid  brute !  How  could  I  have  lived 
without  my  darling?  "  and  the  lady  caressed 
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her  favorite  tenderly.  "  How  did  you  prevent 
him?" 

"  I  seized  him  by  the  arm^  and  held  him  till 
a  policeman  came  np." 

"  You  are  a  brave  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Leroy  ad- 
miringly. "  But  for  you,  Fido  would  have  been 
stolen." 

"  The  policeman  said  the  man  was  a  profes- 
sional dog-stealer.  He  steals  dogs  for  the  re- 
ward which  is  offered." 

"  I  was  sure  I  could  trust  you  with  my  pet," 
said  Mrs.  Leroy.  "  You  deserve  a  reward  your- 
self." 

"  I  was  only  doing  my  duty,  ma'am,"  said 
Frank  modestly. 

'-  It  isn't  everybody  that  does  that." 

Mrs.  Leroy  rose,  and,  going  to  her  bureau, 
drew  an  ivory  portemonnaie  from  a  small 
upper  drawer;  from  this  she  extracted  a  two- 
dollar  bill,  and  gave  it  to  Frank. 

"  This  is  too  much,"  said  Frank,  surprised 
at  the  size  of  the  gift. 

"  Too  much  for  rescuing  my  little  pet?  No, 
no,  I  am  the  best  judge  of  that.  I  wouldn't 
have  lost  him  for  fifty  times  two  dollars." 

"  You  are  very  liberal,  and  I  am  ^^ry  much 
obliged  to  you,"  said  Frank. 
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"  If  I  send  again  for  a  boj  to  take  out  Fido, 
I  want  you  to  come.'' 

"  I  will  if  I  can,  ma'am." 

For  several  days,  though  Frank  was  em- 
ployed on  errands  daily,  there  was  nothing  of 
an  unusual  character.  About  eleven  o'clock 
one  evening — for  Frank  had  to  take  his  turn  at 
night-work — he  was  sent  to  a  house  on  West 
Thirty-eighth  Street.  On  arriving,  he  w^as 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  a  lady  of  middle 
age,  whose  anxious  face  betrayed  the  anxiety 
that  she  felt. 

"  I  have  a  son  rather  larger  and  older  than 
you,"  she  said,  "  who,  to  my  great  sorrow,  has 
been  led  away  by  evil  companions,  who  have 
induced  him  to  drink  and  play  cards  for 
money.  I  w^ill  not  admit  them  into  my  house, 
but  I  cannot  keep  him  from  seeking  them  out. 
He  is  no  doubt  with  them  to-night." 

Frank  listened  with  respectful  sympathy, 
and  waited  to  hear  what  he  was  desired  to  do 
in  the  matter. 

"  The  boy's  father  is  dead,"  continued  Mrs. 
Vivian,  with  emotion,  "  and  I  cannot  fill  his 
place.  Fred  is  unwilling  to  obey  his  mother. 
His  companions  have  persuaded  him  that  it 
is  unmanly." 
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"  I  would  gladly  obey  my  mother  if  I  could 
have  her  back,"  said  Frank. 

"  Is  your  mother  dead,  then?  "  inquired  Mrs. 
Vivian,  with  quick  sympathy. 

"  I  have  neither  father  nor  mother,"  Franik 
answered  gravely. 

"  Poor  boy !  And  yet  you  do  not  fall  into 
temptation." 

"  I  have  no  time  for  that,  ma'am ;  I  have  to 
earn  my  living." 

"  If  I  could  get  Fred  to  take  a  position  it 
might  be  a  benefit  to  him,"  said  Mrs.  Vivian 
thoughtfully.  "  But  the  question  now  is,  how 
I  may  be  able  to  find  him." 

"  When  did  you  see  him  last?  "  asked  Frank. 

"About  three  o'clock  this  afternoon  I  gave 
him  seventy-five  dollars,  and  sent  him  to  pay  a 
bill.  I  was  perhaps  imprudent  to  trust  him 
with  such  a  sum  of  money ;  but  for  a  few  days 
past  he  has  been  more  steady  than  usual,  and 
I  thought  it  would  show  my  confidence  in  him 
if  I  employed  him  in  such  a  matter." 

"  I  should  think  it  would,  ma'am." 

"  But  I  am  afraid  Fred  fell  in  with  some 
of  his  evil  companions,  and  let  them  know  that 
he  was  well  provided  with  money.  That  would 
be  enough  to  excite  their  cupidity." 
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*'  Who  are  the  companions  you  speak  of?  •' 
asked  Frank. 

"  Boys,  or,  rather,  young  men,  for  they  are 
all  older  than  Fred,  of  lower  social  rank  than 
himself.  I  don't  attach  any  special  import- 
ance to  that,  nor  do  I  object  to  them  on  that 
ground;  but  they  are,  I  have  reason  to  think, 
ill-bred  and  disreputable.  They  know  Fred  to 
be  richer  than  themselves,  and  induce  him  to 
drink  and  play,  in  the  hope  of  getting  some  of 
his  money.  I  have  sent  for  you  to  go  in  search 
of  my  son.  If  you  find  him  you  must  do  your 
best  to  bring  him  home." 

"  I  will,"  said  Frank.  "  Can  you  give  me 
any  idea  where  he  may  be  found?  " 

Mrs.  Vivian  wrote  on  a  card  two  places — one 
a  billiard-saloon,  which  she  had  reason  to  sus- 
pect that  her  son  frequented. 

"  Now,"  said  Frank,  "  will  you  be  kind 
enough  to  describe  your  son  to  me,  so  that  I 
may  know  him  when  I  see  him?  " 

"  I  will  show  you  his  photograph,"  said  Mrs. 
Vivian. 

She  opened  an  album,  and  showed  the  pic- 
ture of  a  boy  of  seventeen,  with  a  pleasant  face, 
fair  complexion,   and  hair  somewhat   ciirly. 
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flis  forehead  was  high,  and  he  looked  gentle* 
manly  and  refined. 

"  Is  he  not  good-looking?  '^  said  the  mother, 

"  He  looks  like  a  gentleman/'  said  Frank. 

"  He  would  be  one  if  he  could  throw  off  his 
evil  associates.  Do  you  think  you  will  know 
him  from  the  picture?" 

"  Yes,  I  think  so.    Is  he  tall? '' 

"  Two  or  three  inches  taller  than  you  are. 
You  had  better  take  the  picture  with  you.  I 
have  an  extra  one,  which  you  can  put  in  your 
pocket  to  help  you  identify  him.  By  the  way, 
it  will  be  as  well  that  you  should  be  supplied 
with  money  in  case  it  is  necessary  to  bring 
him  home  in  a  cab.'' 

Frank  understood  what  the  mother  found 
it  difficult  to  explain.  She  feared  that  her  boy 
might  be  the  worse  for  drink. 

She  handed  Frank  a  five-dollar  bill. 

^'  I  will  use  it  prudently,  madam,"  said  he, 
"  and  account  to  you  for  all  I  do  not  use." 

"  I  trust  you  wholly,"  said  the  lady.  "  Now 
go  as  quickly  as  possible." 

Frank  looked  at  the  two  addresses  he  had  on 
the  card.  The  billiard-saloon  was  on  the  East 
Side  of  the  city,  in  an  unfashionable  locality. 

"  I'll  go  there  first,"  he  decided. 
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Crossing  to  Third  Avenue  lie  hailed  a  car, 
and  rode  down-town.  His  knowledge  of  the 
city,  gained  from  the  walks  he  took  when  a 
newsboy,  made  it  easy  for  him  to  find  the  place 
of  which  he  was  in  search.  Though  it  was 
nearly  midnight,  the  saloon  w^as  lighted  up, 
and  two  tables  were  in  use.  On  the  left-hand 
side,  as  he  entered,  was  a  bar,  behind  which 
stood  a  man  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  who  answered 
the  frequent  calls  for  drinks.  He  looked  rather 
suspiciously  at  Frank's  uniform  w^hen  he  en- 
tered. 

"What  do  you  want?''  he  asked.  "Have 
you  any  message  for  me?  " 

"  No,"  said  Frank  carelessly.  "  Let  me  have 
a  glass  of  lemonade." 

The  barkeeper's  face  cleared  instantly,  and 
he  set  about  preparing  the  beverage  required. 

"Won't  you  have  something  in  it?"  he 
asked. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Frank. 

"  You  boys  are  kept  out  pretty  late,"  said 
the  barkeeper,  socially. 

"  Not  every  night,"  said  Frank.  "  We  take 
turns." 

Frank  paid  ten  cents  for  his  lemonade,  and, 
passing  into  the  billiard-saloon,  sat  dow^n  and 
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watched  a  game.  He  looked  around  him,  but 
could  not  see  anything  of  Fred.  In  fact,  all 
the  players  were  men. 

Sitting  next  to  him  was  a  young  fellow,  who 
was  watching  the  game. 

^^  Suppose  we  try  a  game,''  he  said  to  Frank. 

•  ^  Not  to-night.  I  came  in  here  to  look  for  a 
friend,  but  I  guess  he  isn't  here." 

"  I've  been  here  two  hours.  What  does  your 
friend  look  like?  " 

"  That's  his  picture,"  said  Frank,  displaying 
the  photograph. 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  his  new  acquaintance,  "  he 
Is  here  now.    His  name  is  Fred,  isn't  it?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank  eagerly ;  "  I  don't 
see  him.    Where  is  he?  " 

"  He's  playing  cards  up-stairs,  but  I  don't  be- 
lieve he  can  tell  one  card  from  the  other." 

^'  Been  drinking,  I  suppose,"  said  Frank,  be- 
traying no  surprise. 

"  I  should  say  so.  Do  you  know  the  fellows 
he's  with?" 

"  I  am  not  sure  about  that.  How  long  has 
Fred  been  up-stairs?" 

"  About  an  hour.  He  was  playing  billiards 
till  he  couldn't  stand  straight,  and  then  they 
W^nt  up-stairs." 
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"  Would  you  mind  telling  him  that  there  is 
a  friend  down-stairs  who  wishes  to  see  him, 
that  is,  if  you  know  the  way?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  live  here.  Won't  you  come  up 
with  me?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  had  better,"  said  Frank,  and 
followed  his  companion  through  a  door  in  the 
rear,  and  up  a  dark  and  narrow  staircase. 

"  It'll  be  a  hard  job  to  get  him  away," 
thought  Frank ;  "  but,  for  his  mother's  sake,  I 
will  do  my  best." 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

A  TIMELY  RESCUE. 

As  Frank  entered  the  room  he  hastily  toolf 
in  the  scene  before  him.  Round  a  table  sat 
three  young  men,  of  not  far  from  twenty,  the 
fourth  side  being  occupied  by  Fred  Vivian. 
They  were  playing  cards,  and  sipping  drinks 
as  they  played.  Fred  Vivian's  handsome  face 
was  flushed,  and  he  was  nervously  excited. 
His  hands  trembled  as  he  lifted  the  glass,  and 
his  wandering,  uncertain  glances  showed  that 
he  was  not  himself. 
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"  It's  your  play,  Fred/'  said  his  partner. 

Fred  picked  up  a  card  without  looking  at  it, 
and  threw  it  down  on  the  table. 

^^  That  settles  it,"  said  another.  "  Fred,  old 
boy,  you've  lost  the  game.  You're  another  five 
dollars  out." 

Fred  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  a  bill,  and  it 
was  quickly  taken  from  his  hand  before  he 
could  well  see  of  what  value  it  was.  Frank, 
however,  quickly  as  it  was  put  away,  saw  that 
it  was  a  ten.  It  was  clear  that  Fred  was  being 
cheated  in  the  most  barefaced  manner. 

Frank's  entrance  was  evidently  unwelcome 
to  most  of  the  company. 

"  What  are  you  bringing  in  that  boy  for, 
John?"  demanded  a  low-browed  fellow,  with 
a  face  like  a  bull-dog. 

"  He  is  a  friend  of  Fred,"  answered  John. 

"  He's  a  telegraph-boy.  He  comes  here  a 
spy.    Fred  don't  know  him.    Clear  out,  boy !  " 

Frank  took  no  notice  of  this  hostile  remark, 
but  walked  up  to  Fred  Vivian. 

"  Fred,"  said  he,  thinking  it  best  to  speak 
as  if  he  knew  him,  "  it  is  getting  late,  and 
your  mother  is  anxious  about  you.  Won't  you 
come  home  with  me?  " 
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"  Who  are  you?  "  asked  Fred,  with  drunken 
gravity.    "  You  ain't  my  mother." 

"  I  come  from  your  mother.  Don't  you  know 
me?    I  am  Frank  Kavanagh." 

"  How  do,  Frank?  Glad  to  see  you,  oP  feller. 
Take  a  drink.  Here,  you  boy,  bring  a  drink 
for  my  frien',  Frank  Kavanagh." 

The  three  others  looked  on  disconcerted. 
They  were  not  ready  to  part  with  Fred  yet, 
having  secured  only  a  part  of  his  money. 

"  You  don't  know  him,  Fred,"  said  the  one 
who  had  appropriated  the  ten-dollar  bill. 
"  He's  only  a  telegraph-boy." 

"  I  tell  you  he's  my  frien'  Frank  Kav'nagh,'' 
persisted  Fred,  with  an  obstinacy  not  unusual 
in  one  in  his  condition. 

"  Well,  if  he  is,  let  him  sit  down,  and  have 
d  glass  of  something  hot." 

^^  No,  I  thank  you,"  said  Frank  coldly. 
"  Fred  and  I  are  going  home." 

"  No,  you're  not,"  exclaimed  the  other,  bring- 
ing his  fist  heavily  down  upon  the  table.  "  We 
don't  allow  our  friend  Fred  to  be  kidnapped 
by  a  boy  of  your  size — not  much  we  won't,  will 
we,  boys?  " 

"  No !  no !  "  chimed  in  the  other  two. 

Fred  Vivian  looked  at  them  undecided. 
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"  I  guess  I'd  better  go,"  he  stammered. 
^^  There's  something  the  matter  with  my  head." 

"  You  need  another  drink  to  brace  you  up. 
Here,  John,  bring  up  another  punch  for  Fred." 

Frank  saw  that  unless  he  got  Fred  away  be- 
fore drinking  any  more,  he  would  not  be  in  a 
condition  to  go  at  all.  It  was  a  critical  posi- 
tion, but  he  saw  that  he  must  be  bold  and 
resolute.     . 

"You  needn't  bring  Fred  anything  more," 
he  said.    "  He  has  had  enough  already." 

"  I  have  had  enough  already,"  muttered 
Fred  mechanically. 

"  Boys,  are  we  going  to  stand  this?  "  said 
the  low-browed  young  man.  "  Are  we  going  to 
let  this  telegraph-boy  interfere  with  a  social 
party  of  young  gentlemen?  I  move  that  we 
throw  him  down-stairs." 

He  half-rose  as  he  spoke,  but  Frank  stood 
his  ground. 

"You'd  better  not  try  it,"  he  said  quietly, 
^^  unless  you  want  to  pass  the  night  in  the  sta- 
tion-house." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  young  jacka- 
napes? "  said  the  other  angrily.  "  What 
charge  can  you  trump  up  against  us?  '^ 
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"  You  have  been  cheating  Fred  out  of  his 
money,"  said  Frank  firmly. 

"  It's  a  lie !  We've  been  having  a  friendly 
game,  and  he  lost.  If  we'd  lost,  we  would  have 
paid." 

"  How  much  did  he  lose?  " 

"  Five  dollars." 

"  And  you  took  ten  from  him." 

"  It's  a  lie ! "  repeated  the  other ;  but  he 
looked  disconcerted. 

"  It  is  true,  for  I  noticed  the  bill  as  you 
took  it  from  him.  But  it's  not  much  worse 
than  playing  for  money  with  him  when  he  is 
in  no  condition  to  understand  the  game. 
You'd  better  give  him  back  that  ten-dollar 
bill." 

"  I've  a  great  mind  to  fling  you  down-stairs^ 
you  young  scamp ! " 

"  You  are  strong  enough  to  do  it,"  said 
Frank,  exhibiting  no  trace  of  fear,  "  but  I 
think  you  would  be  sorry  for  it  afterward* 
Come,  Fred." 

Though  Frank  was  so  much  younger  and 
smaller,  there  was  something  in  his  calm,  self- 
possessed  manner  that  gave  him  an  ascendency 
over  the  weak,  vacillating  Fred.     The  latte? 
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rose,  and,  taking  our  hero's  arm,  turned  to 
leave  the  room. 

"  Let  him  go,"  said  the  leader,  who  had  been 
made  uneasy  by  Frank's  threat,  and  saw  that 
it  was  politic  to  postpone  his  further  designs 
upon  his  intended  victim.  "  If  he  chooses  to 
obey  a  small  telegraph-boy,  he  can." 

"  Don't  mind  him,  Fred,"  said  Frank.  "  You 
know  I'm  your  friend." 

"  My  friend,  Frank  Kavanagh ! "  repeated 
Fred  drowsily.  "  I'm  awful  sleepy,  Frank.  I 
want  to  go  to  bed." 

"  You  shall  go  to  bed  as  soon  as  you  get 
homej  Fred." 

"  I  say,  boy,"  said  the  leader  uneasily,  "  that 
was  all  a  lie  about  the  ten-dollar  bill.  You 
didn't  see  straight.    Did  he.  Bates?  " 

"  Of  course  he  didn't." 

"  One  lies  and  the  other  swears  to  it," 
thought  Frank. 

"  Nothing  will  be  done  about  it,"  he  said,  "  if 
you  will  let  Fred  alone  hereafter.  The  money 
you  have  won  from  him  belongs  to  his  mother, 
and,  unless  you  keep  away  from  him,  she  will 
order  your  arrest." 

"  You're  altogether  too  smart  for  a  boy  of 
your  size,"  sneered  the  other.     "  Take  your 
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friend  away.  We  don't  care  to  associate  with 
a  milksop,  who  allows  himself  to  be  ordered 
around  by  women  and  children." 

Fortunately  Fred  was  too  drowsy  to  pay 
heed  to  what  was  being  said;  in  fact,  he  was 
very  sleepy,  and  was  anxious  to  go  to  bed. 
Frank  got  him  into  a  cab,  and  in  twenty  min- 
utes they  safely  reached  his  mother's  house  in 
Thirty-eighth  Street. 

Mrs.  Vivian  was  anxiously  awaiting  the  re- 
turn of  the  prodigal. 

"  Oh,  Fred,"  she  said,  "  how  could  you  stay 
away  so,  when  you  know  how  worried  I  get? 
You  have  been  drinking,  too." 

"  This  is  my  friend  Frank  Kavanagh,"  hic- 
coughed Fred. 

"  Shall  I  go  up  and  help  put  him  to  bed?  " 
asked  Frank. 

"  Does  he  require  help?  "  asked  Mrs.  Vivian 
sorrowfully. 

"  He  has  been  drinking  a  good  deal." 

"  Yes,  you  may  go  up.  I  will  lead  the  way 
to  his  chamber.  Afterward  I  want  to  speak 
to  you." 

"  All  right." 

"Where  did  jou  find  him?"  asked  Mrs; 
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Vivian,  when  Frank,  with  some  difSculty,  had 
prepared  his  charge  for  bed. 

"  In  the  billiard-saloon  to  which  you  di- 
rected me.  He  was  np-stairs  playing  cards  for 
money.  They  were  cheating  him  in  the  most 
outrageous  manner." 

"  I  suppose  they  got  all  his  money.'' 

"  Not  all ;  but  they  would  soon  have  done  so. 
Here  is  his  pocketbook,  which  I  just  took  from 
his  pocket." 

"  There  are  twenty  dollars  left/'  said  Mrs. 
Vivian,  after  an  examination.  "  They  must 
have  secured  the  rest.  Oh,  my  poor  boy! 
Would  that  I  could  shield  you  from  these  dan- 
gerous companions ! " 

"  I  don't  think  they  will  trouble  him  again, 
Mrs.  Vivian." 

"  Why  not?    You  do  not  know  them." 

'^  I  told  them  that,  if  they  came  near  him, 
hereafter,  you  would  have  them  arrested  for 
swindling  your  son  out  of  money  belonging  to 
you." 

"  Will  that  have  any  effect  upon  them?  " 

"  Yes,  because  they  know  that  I  am  ready  to 
appear  as  a  witness  against  them." 

"  Did  Fred  show  any  unwillingness  to  come 
with  you?" 
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*•  No ;  I  made  him  think  I  was  an  old  ac- 
quaintance of  his.  Besides,  he  was  feeling 
sleepy," 

"  Yon  have  acted  with  great  judgment  for 
so  young  a  lad,"  said  Mrs.  Vivian.  "  I  wish 
Fred  had  a  companion  like  you  to  influence 
him  for  good.    Where  do  you  live?  " 

"  At  the  Newsboys'  Lodging-house.  I  can- 
not afford  to  hire  a  room." 

Mrs.  Vivian  looked  thoughtful. 

"  Give  me  your  name  and  address,"  she  said. 

These  she  noted  down. 

"  I  won't  keep  you  any  longer  to-night,"  she 
said,  ''  for  you  must  be  tired.  You  will  hear 
from  me  again." 

"  Oh,"  said  Frank,  "  I  nearly  forgot.  Here 
is  the  balance  of  the  money  you  handed  me  for 
expenses." 

"Keep  it  for  yourself,"  said  Mrs.  Vivian, 
"  and  accept  my  thanks  besides." 

Though  Frank  had  paid  for  the  cab,  there 
was  a  balance  of  nearly  two  dollars  in  his 
hands,  which  he  was  very  glad  to  keep. 
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CHAPTEK  XIV. 

FRANK  MAKES  A  CALL. 

The  next  day  Frank  chanced  to  meet  Mrs. 
Vivian  in  the  street.  She  recognized  him  at 
once. 

"  I  see  you  are  kept  busy,"  she  said  pleas- 
antly. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank.  "  Our  business  is 
pretty  good  just  now.    How  is  your  son?  " 

''  He  slept  well,  and  woke  much  refreshed 
this  morning.  He  is  a  good  boy  naturally,  but 
unable  to  withstand  temptation.  I  have  de- 
cided to  send  him  to  the  country  for  a  few 
weeks  to  visit  a  cousin  of  about  his  own  age. 
There  he  will  be  secure  from  temptation.  I 
would  have  sent  him  away  before,  but  that  it 
would  leave  me  alone  in  the  house.  You  told 
me  last  evening  that  you  had  no  boarding- 
place." 

"  My  only  home  is  at  the  lodging-house,"  said 
Frank. 

"  How  would  you  like  to  occupy  a  room  at 
my  house  while  my  son  is  away?  " 


The  Telegraph-Boy.  109 

"  Very  much/'  said  Frank  promptly. 

"  I  shall  find  it  convenient  to  have  you  in 
the  house,  and  shall  feel  safer.'' 

"  I  am  afraid  I  shouldn't  be  a  match  for  an 
able-bodied  burglar,"  said  Frank,  smiling. 

"  Perhaps  not ;  but  you  could  summon  a  po- 
liceman. When  can  you  come  and  see  me  about 
this  arrangement?  " 

"  I  am  off  duty  to-night." 

"  Very  well ;  I  will  expect  you.  Fred  will 
not  go  away  till  to-morrow,  and  you  will  have 
a  chance  to  see  him  under  more  favorable  cir- 
cumstances than  last  evening." 

"  Thank  you  very  much  for  your  kind  in- 
vitation," said  Frank  politely. 

Mrs.  Vivian  bade  him  good  morning,  very 
favorably  impressed  with  his  manners  and  de- 
portment. 

Frank  looked  upon  the  proposal  made  him 
by  Mrs.  Vivian  as  a  piece  of  great  good-fortune. 
In  his  new  position,  excellent  as  were  the  beds 
at  the  lodging-house,  he  found  it  inconvenient 
to  go  there  to  sleep.  Once  or  twice,  on  account 
of  the  late  hour  at  which  he  was  released  from 
duty,  he  was  unable  to  secure  admittance,  and 
had  to  pay  fifty  cents  for  a  bed  at  a  hotel  on 
the  European  system.    He  had  for  some  time 


no  The  Telegraph-Boy. 

been  thinking  seriously  of  hiring  a  room ;  but 
the  probable  expense  deterred  him.  At  Mrs. 
Vivian's  he  would  have  nothing  to  pay. 

In  the  evening  he  changed  his  uniform  for 
the  neat  suit  given  him  by  Mr.  Bowen,  and 
about  eight  o'clock  rang  the  bell  of  the  house 
in  Thirty-eighth  Street. 

He  was  at  once  ushered  into  the  presence  of 
Mrs.  Vivian  and  her  son. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  my  young  friend,'' 
said  Mrs.  Vivian,  glancing  with  approval  at  the 
neat  appearance  of  her  young  visitor.  "  Fred, 
this  is  the  young  man  who  brought  you  home 
last  night." 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  Fred 
Vivian,  offering  his  hand  to  Frank.  "  I  am 
ashamed  of  having  been  found  in  such  a  place." 

"  I  don't  think  the  young  men  with  you  were 
very  much  your  friends,"  said  Frank ;  "  I  de- 
tected one  in  cheating  you." 

"  You  mean  at  cards?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  that,  though  I  presume  they 
did ;  but  you  handed  a  ten-dollar  bill  to  one  of 
them,  and  he  took  it  as  a  five." 

"Are  you  sure  of  that?"  asked  Fred,  Ms 
face  flushing  with  indignation. 
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"  Yes,  I  saw  the  bill,  though  he  put  it  away 
very  quickly. 

"  And  I  had  been  treating  that  fellow  all  tlie 
afternoon !    I  gave  him  a  good  dinner,  too." 

"  Are  you  surprised  at  snch  treatment  from 
such  a  person?  "  asked  his  mother.  "  I  should 
have  expected  it.'' 

"  I  will  never  notice  the  fellow  again  as 
long  as  I  live,"  said  Fred,  w^ho  seemed  a  good 
deal  impressed  by  his  companion's  treachery. 
"  Why,  it's  nothing  better  than  robbery." 

"  You  have  given  it  the  right  name,  Fred," 
said  his  mother  quietly. 

"  He  ought  to  give  the  money  back,"  said 
Fred. 

"  Let  it  go,  my  son.  I  am  willing  to  lose  it, 
if  it  severs  all  acquaintance  between  you  and 
your  unworthy  companions." 

"  Have  I  ever  met  you  before?  "  asked  Fred, 
turning  to  Frank. 

'^  Not  before  last  evening." 

"  I  thought  you  spoke  of  yourself  as  an  old 
acquaintance." 

"  That  was  to  induce  you  to  come  with  me," 
explained  Frank.  "  I  hope  you  will  excuse 
the  deception." 

"  Certainly  I  will.    I  had  been  drinking  so 
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much  that  it  was  quite  necessary  to  treat  me 
as  a  child;  but  I  don't  mean  to  be  caught  in 
such  a  scrape  again." 

"  May  you  keep  that  resolution,  Fred !  "  said 
his  mother  earnestly. 

"  I  will  try  to,  mother." 

"  My  mother  tells  me  that  you  are  going  to 
take  my  place  while  I  am  in  the  country,"  said 
Fred,  turning  to  Frank. 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  do  so,"  said  oui: 
hero.    "  I  never  had  such  a  good  home  before." 

"  You  are  a  telegraph-boy,  are  you  not? " 
asked  Fred. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank. 

"  Tell  me  about  it.    Is  it  hard  work?  " 

^^  Not  hard,  but  sometimes  when  I  have  been 
kept  pretty  busy,  I  get  tired  toward  night." 

"  I  should  think  it  would  be  rather  good 
fun,"  said  Fred. 

"Do  you  think  you  would  like  it?"  asked 
his  mother,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  might  like  it  for  about  half  a  day,  but  all 
day  would  be  too  much  for  me.  However,  I 
am  too  old  for  such  a  position." 

Fred  had  no  false  pride,  and  though  he  knew 
that  Frank  was  in  a  social  position  consider- 
ably below  his  own,  he  treated  him  as  an  equal. 
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Those  who  are  secure  of  their  own  position 
are  much  more  likely  to  avoid  "  putting  on 
airs ''  than  those  who  have  recently  been  ele- 
vated in  the  social  scale.  Frank  was  destined 
that  same  evening  to  see  the  contrast  between 
true  and  false  gentility. 

It  so  happened  that  Victor  Dupont,  already 
mentioned,  was  an  acquaintance  and  former 
school-fellow  of  Fred  Vivian.  It  also  chanced 
that  he  selected  this  evening  for  a  call.  As 
the  Vivians  stood  very  high  socially,  being  an 
old  family,  Victor  was  rather  proud  of  his  ac- 
quaintance with  them,  and  took  occasion  to 
call  frequently. 

As  he  was  ushered  into  the  room  he  did  not 
at  first  recognize  Frank  in  his  new  clothes. 

"  Victor,  this  is  a  friend  of  mine,  Frank 
Kavanagh,"  said  Fred,  introducing  his  two  vis- 
itors. "  Frank,  let  me  introduce  my  old  school- 
fellow, Victor  Dupont." 

"  We  are  already  acquainted,"  said  Frank. 
''  Good  evening,  Victor.'' 

Victor  stared  in  amusing  astonishment  at 
Frank. 

^^  How  do  you  happen  to  be  here?  "  asked 
Victor  brusquely. 
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"  By  Mrs.  Vivian's  kind  invitation/'  said 
Frank,  quite  at  ease. 

"  How  do  you  two  happen  to  know  each 
other?  "  asked  Fred. 

"  We  met  in  the  country  last  summer/'  said 
Frank,  finding  Victor  did  not  answer. 

"  I  suppose  you  had  a  very  good  time  to- 
gether," said  Mrs.  Vivian. 

"  Our  acquaintance  was  very  slight,"  said 
Victor  superciliously. 

"  We  must  have  gone  fishing  together  at 
least  a  dozen  times,"  said  Frank  quietly. 

"  How  in  the  world  did  the  fellow  thrust 
himself  in  here?"  said  Victor  to  himself. 
"  They  can't  know  his  low  position." 

In  the  amiable  desire  of  enlightening  the 
Vivians  Victor  took  an  early  opportunity  to 
draw  Fred  aside. 

"  Have  you  known  Frank  Kavanagh  long?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Not  very  long." 

"  Do  you  know  that  he  is  a  telegraph-boy?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  answered  Fred,  smiling. 

"  He  used  to  be  a  newsboy,  and  sell  papers 
in  the  lower  part  of  the  city." 

"  I  didn't  know  that,"  said  Fred  indiffer- 
ently. 
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^  I  must  say  that  I  am  rather  surprised  to 
see  him  here." 

"  Why?  "  asked  Fred,  with  provoking  calm- 
ness. 

"  Oh,  you  know,  he  is  much  below  us  in  a 
social  point  of  view." 

"  I  know  that  he  is  a  poor  boy ;  but  some  of 
our  most  prominent  men  were  once  poor  boys.'^ 

"  I  don't  believe  in  mixing  up  different 
ranks." 

"  You  didn't  think  so  in  the  country  last 
summer." 

"  Oh,  well,  a  fellow  must  have  some  com- 
pany, and  there  was  no  better  to  be  had." 

"  You  will  probably  be  surprised  to  hear  that 
your  old  acquaintance  is  to  live  here  while  I 
am  in  the  country.  I  am  going  away  to-mor- 
row to  spend  a  few  weeks  with  my  cousin." 

"  Is  it  possible !  "  exclaimed  Victor,  in  sur- 
prise and  annoyance.  "  Perhaps  he  is  to  be 
here  as  an  errand-boy? "  he  suggested,  evi- 
dently  relieved  by  the  idea. 

"  Oh,  no ;  he  will  be  treated  in  all  respects  as 
one  of  the  family." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  tell  your  mother  that 
he  was  once  a  newsboy?  She  might  recall  the 
invitation." 
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"  It  would  make  no  difference  with  her.  If 
seems  to  me,  Victor,  you  are  prejudiced  against 
Frank. '^ 

"  No,  I  am  not ;  but  I  like  to  see  newsboys 
and  telegraph-messengers  keep  their  place." 

"  So  do  I.  I  hope  Frank  will  keep  his  place 
till  he  can  find  a  better  one." 

"  That  isn't  what  I  meant.  How  can  you 
associate  with  such  a  boy  on  an  equality?  " 

"  Because  he  seems  well-bred  and  gentle- 
manly." 

"  I  don't  believe  he  gets  more  than  three  or 
four  dollars  a  week,"  said  Victor  contemptu- 
ously. 

"  Then  I  really  hope  his  wages  will  soon 
be  increased." 

Victor  saw  that  he  could  do  Frank  no  harm, 
and  was  forced,  out  of  policy,  to  treat  our  hero 
with  more  politeness  than  he  wished. 

When  Frank  rose  to  go,  Mrs.  Vivian  desired 
him  to  send  round  his  trunk,  and  take  posses- 
sion of  his  room  the  next  day. 

"  She  doesn't  suspect  that  I  never  owned  a 
a  trunk,"  thought  Frank.  "  I  will  buy  one  to- 
morrow, though  I  haven't  got  much  to  put  in 
it" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


AT  THE  THEATER. 


The  next  day  Frank  devoted  what  small 
leisure  he  had  to  the  purchase  of  a  trunk,  in 
which  he  stored  his  small  supply  of  clothing, 
leaving  out,  however,  the  clothes  in  which  he 
made  his  first  appearance  in  the  city.  These 
he  gave  to  his  friend  Dick  Rafferty,  to  whom 
they  were  a  welcome  gift,  being  considerably 
better  than  those  he  usually  wore.  Dick 
might,  out  of  his  earnings,  have  dressed  better, 
but  when  he  had  any  extra  money  it  went  for 
some  kind  of  amusement.  He  was  one  of  the 
steadiest  patrons  of  the  Old  Bowery,  and  was 
often  to  be  seen  in  the  gallery  of  other  places 
of  amusement.  He  was  surprised  to  hear  of 
Frank's  intended  removal  from  the  lodging- 
house. 
"  I  say,  Frank,"  he  said,  "  you're  gettin'  on 
fast.  Here  you  are,  goin'  to  live  in  a  tip-top 
house  up-town.    You'll  be  a  reg'lar  swell." 

"  I  hope  not,  Dick.    I  don't  like  swells  very 
much." 


ii8  The  Telegraph-Boy. 

"  You  won^t  notice  your  old  friends  bimebj.'^ 

"  That  shows  you  don't  know  me,  Dick.  I 
shall  be  glad  to  notice  you  whenever  we  meet." 

"  I  don't  see  why  I  can't  be  in  luck,  too,'' 
said  Dick.  "  I  wish  I  could  find  some  rich  lady 
to  give  me  a  room  in  her  house." 

"  You'll  have  to  get  some  new  clothes  first, 
Dick." 

"I  know  I  ain't  got  a  genteel  look,"  said 
Dick,  suveying  his  well-worn  clothes,  soiled 
and  ragged ;  "  but  it  wouldn't  be  no  use  if  I 
was  to  dress  in  velvet." 

"  Unless  you  kept  your  face  clean,"  sug- 
gested Frank. 

"  A  feller  can't  be  washing  his  face  all  the 
time,"  said  Dick. 

"  It's  the  fashion  to  have  a  cler.n  face  in  good 
society,"  said  Frank,  smiling. 

"  It  must  be  a  good  deal  of  trouble,"  said 
Dick.    "  Is  my  face  very  dirty?  " 

"  Not  very.  There's  a  black  spot  on  each 
cheek,  and  one  on  the  side  of  your  nose,  and 
your  chin  looks  a  little  shady." 

"  A  feller  can't  keep  very  clean  in  my  busi- 
ness." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  rather  hard,"  Frank  ad- 


The  Telegraph-Boy.  119 

mitted ;  "  but  you  won't  be  a  bootblack  always, 
I  hope." 

"  I'd  just  as  lieves  give  it  up  for  bankin'^ 
or  cashier  of  a  savings-bank,"  said  Dick. 
"  Them's  light  genteel  kinds  of  business,  and 
don't  dirty  the  hands." 

"  Well,  Dick,  if  I  hear  of  an  opening  in 
either  line  I'll  let  you  know.  Now  I  must  go 
and  buy  a  trunk." 

"  I  never  expect  to  get  as  far  as  a  trunk," 
said  Dick.  "  I  shall  feel  like  a  gentleman  when 
I  can  set  up  one.  It  wouldn't  be  no  use  to  me 
now.  I'd  have  to  stuff  it  with  rocks  to  make  a 
show." 

"  Poor  Dick !  "  thought  Frank,  as  he  left  his 
friend.  "  He  takes  the  world  too  easy.  He 
hasn't  any  ambition,  or  he  wouldn't  be  con- 
tent to  keep  on  blacking  boots  when  there  are 
so  many  better  ways  of  making  a  living.  If 
I  ever  get  a  chance  to  give  him  a  lift  I  will. 
He  ain't  much  to  look  at,  but  he's  a  good- 
hearted  boy,  and  would  put  himself  to  a  good 
deal  of  trouble  to  do  me  a  favor." 

It  was  not  much  trouble  to  pack  his  trunk. 
Indeed,  he  had  scarcely  enough  clothing  to  fill 
it  one-third  full. 

^  I  may  have  to  adopt  Dick's  plan,  and  fill  it 


120  The  Telegraph-Boy. 

with  rocks,"  said  Frank  to  himself.  "  Some 
day  I  shall  be  better  supplied.  I  can't  expect 
to  get  on  too  fast.'' 

The  room  assigned  to  Frank  was  a  small 
one ;  but  it  was  neatly  furnished,  and  provided 
with  a  closet.  The  bed,  with  its  clean  white 
spread,  looked  very  tempting,  and  Frank  en- 
joyed the  prospect  of  the  privacy  he  would 
have  in  a  room  devoted  to  his  sole  use.  At  the 
lodging-house,  though  his  bed  was  comfortable^ 
there  were  sixty  to  eighty  boys  who  slept  in 
the  same  room,  and,  of  course,  he  had  no  more 
rights  than  any  other. 

"  I  hope  you  like  your  room,  Frank,"  said 
Mrs.  Vivian. 

"  It  is  the  best  I  ever  had,"  he  replied. 

"  How  early  are  you  obliged  to  be  on  duty?  '' 
she  asked. 

"  At  eight  o'clock." 

"  I  do  not  breakfast  till  that  hour ;  but  I  will 
direct  the  cook  to  have  a  cup  of  coffee  and  some 
breakfast  ready  for  you  at  seven." 

"  Am  I  to  take  my  meals  here? "  asked 
Frank  in  surprise. 

"  Certainly.  Did  you  think  I  was  going  to 
send  you  out  to  a  restaurant?  "  inquired  Mrs. 
Vivian,  smiling. 
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"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you ;  but  I  am 
afraid  it  will  inconvenience  the  cook  to  get 
me  an  early  breakfast." 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  considerate  of 
others.  I  can  answer  for  Mary,  however,  who 
is  very  obliging.  You  can  get  lunch  outside,  as 
I  suppose  it  will  be  inconvenient  for  you  to 
leave  your  duties  to  come  so  far  as  Thirty- 
eighth  Street." 

"  You  are  very  kind  to  me,  Mrs.  Vivian," 
said  Frank  gratefully. 

"  I  shall  claim  an  occasional  service  of  you  in 
return,"  said  Mrs.  Vivian, 

"  I  hope  you  will,"  said  Frank  promptly. 

Two  days  after  he  had  taken  up  his  residence 
in  his  new  quarters  Frank  was  called  upon 
to  render  a  very  agreeable  service. 

"  I  have  two  tickets  for  the  theater  for  this 
evening,"  said  Mrs.  Vivian.  "  Will  it  be  agree- 
able for  you  to  accompany  me?  " 

"  I  should  like  it  very  much." 

"  Then  you  shall  be  my  escort.  When  Fred 
is  at  home  he  goes  with  me;  but  now  I  must 
depend  on  you.  Have  you  a  pair  of  kid 
gloves?  " 

Frank  was  obliged  to  confess  that  he  had 
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not.  In  fact,  lie  had  never  owned  a  pair  in  his 
life. 

"  I  will  give  you  a  pair  of  mine.  Probably 
there  is  little  difference  in  the  size  of  our 
hands." 

This  proved  to  be  true. 

Somehow  Frank  in  his  new  life  seemed  al- 
ways running  across  Victor  Dupont.  That 
young  gentleman  and  his  sister  sat  in  the  row 
behind  Mrs.  Vivian  and  her  youthful  escort,, 
but  did  not  immediately  become  aware  of  it. 

"  Why,  Victor,"  said  his  sister,  who  had  been 
looking  about  her,  "  there  is  Mrs.  Vivian  in  the 
next  row.  Who  is  that  nice-looking  boy  with 
her?    It  can't  be  Fred,  for  he  is  larger." 

Victor  turned  his  glance  in  the  direction  of 
Mrs.  Vivian.  His  surprise  and  disgust  were 
about  equal  when  he  saw  the  country  boy  he 
had  looked  down  upon,  faultlessly  attired,  with 
neat-fitting  gloves,  and  a  rose  in  his  button- 
hole and  looking  like  a  gentleman. 

"  I  never  «aw  such  cheek !  "  he  exclaimed,  in 
disgust. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Victor?"  asked  his 
sister,  looking  puzzled. 

"  Do  you  want  to  know  who  that  boy  is  with 
Mrs.  Vivian?" 
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"Yes;  lie  is  very  nice-looking." 

"  Then  you  can  marry  him  if  you  like.  That 
boy  is  a  telegraph-messenger.  I  used  to  know 
him  in  the  country.  A  few  weeks  ago  he  was 
selling  papers." 

"  You  don't  say  so ! "  exclaimed  Flora  Du- 
pont.     "Aren't  you  mistaken?" 

"  I  guess  not.  I  know  him  as  well  as  I  know 
you." 

"  He  is  a  good-looking  boy,  at  any  rate,"  said 
Flora,  who  was  less  snobbish  than  her  brother. 

"  I  can't  see  it,"  said  Victor,  annoyed.  "  He 
looks  to  me  very  common  and  vulgar.  I  don't 
see  how  Mrs.  Vivian  can  be  willing  to  appear 
with  him  at  a  fashionable  theater  like  this." 

"  It's  a  pity  he  is  a  telegraph-boy,  he  is  so 
nice-looking." 

Just  then  Frank,  turning,  recognized  Victor 
and  bowed.  Victor  could  not  afford  not  to  rec- 
ognize Mrs.  Vivian's  escort,  and  bowed  in  re- 
turn. 

But  Victor  was  not  the  only  one  of  Frank's 
acquaintances  who  recognized  him  that  even- 
ing. In  the  upper  gallery  sat  Dick  Rafferty 
and  Micky  Shea,  late  fellow-boarders  at  the 
lodging-hou^e.  It  was  not  often  that  these 
young  gentlemen  patronized  an  up-town  the- 
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ater,  for  even  a  gallery  ticket  there  was  high- 
priced;  but  both  wanted  to  see  the  popular 
play,  and  had  managed  to  scrape  together  fifty 
cents  each. 

"  Dick,"  said  Micky  suddenly,  "  there's 
Frank  Kavanagh  down  near  the  stage,  in  an 
orchestra  seat/' 

"  So  he  is,''  said  Dick.  "  Ain't  he  dressed 
splendid  though,  wid  kid  gloves  on  and  a 
flower  in  his  button-hole,  and  an  elegant  lady 
beside  him?  See,  she's  whisperin'  to  him  now. 
Who'd  think  he  used  to  kape  company  wid  the 
likes  of  us?  " 

"  Frank's  up  in  the  world.  He's  a  reg'lar 
swell  now." 

"  And  it's  I  that  am  glad  of  it.  He's  a  good 
fellow,  Frankjs,  and  he  won't  turn  his  back 
on  us." 

This  was  proved  later  in  the  evening,  for,  as 
Frank  left  the  theater  with  Mrs.  Vivian,  he 
espied  his  two  old  friends  standing  outside,  and 
bowed  with  a  pleasant  smile,  much  to  the  grati- 
fication of  the  two  street  boys,  who  were  dis- 
posed to  look  upon  their  old  friend  as  one  of 
the  aristocracy. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

FRANK   AS   A   DETECTIVE. 

Of  course  Frank's  daily  troubles  were  for  the 
most  part  of  a  commonplace  character.  They 
were  more  varied^  to  be  sure,  than  those  of  an 
errand-boy,  or  shop-boy,  but  even  a  telegraph- 
messenger  does  not  have  an  adventure  every 
day.  Twice  in  the  next  three  weeks  our  hero 
was  summoned  by  Mrs.  Leroy  to  give  her  pet 
dog  an  airing.  It  was  not  hard  work,  but 
Frank  did  not  fancy  it,  though  he  never  failed 
to  receive  a  handsome  fee  from  the  mistress 
of  Fido. 

One  day  Frank  was  summoned  to  a  fashion- 
able house  in  a  side  street.  On  presenting  him- 
self, the  servant  said,  "  It's  one  of  the  boarders 
wants  you.  Stay  here,  and  I'll  let  him  know 
you've  come." 

"  All  right !  "  said  Frank. 

*^  Come  right  up,"  said  the  girl,  directly 
after,  speaking  from  the  upper  landing. 

Frank  ascended  the  stairs,  and  entered  a 
room  on  the  second  floor.    A  gentleman,  par- 
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tially  bald,  with  a  rim  of  red  hair  around  the 
bare  central  spot,  sat  in  a  chair  by  the  window, 
reading  a  morning  paper. 

"  So  you're  the  telegraph-boy,  are  you?"  he 
said. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  You  are  honest,  eh  ?  '^ 

"  I  hope  so,  sir." 

"  Because  I  am  going  to  trust  you  with  a 
considerable  sum  of  money." 

"  It  will  be  safe,  sir." 

"  I  want  you  to  do  some  shopping  for  me. 
Are  you  ever  employed  in  that  way?  " 

"  I  was  once,  sir." 

"  Let  me  see — I  want  some  linen  handker- 
chiefs and  some  collars.  Are  you  a  judge  of 
those  articles?  " 

"  Not  particularly." 

"  However,  I  suppose  you  know  a  collar 
from  a  pair  of  cuffs,  and  a  handkerchief  from 
a  towel,"  said  the  stranger  petulantly. 

"I  rather  think  I  can  tell  them  apart,"  said 
Frank. 

"  Now  let  me  see  how  many  I  want,"  said 
the  stranger  reflectively.  "  I  think  half  a 
dozen  handkerchiefs  will  do." 

**How  high  shall  I  go?"  asked  Frank. 
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"  You  ought  to  get  them  for  fifty  cents 
apiece,  I  should  think." 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  can  get  them  for  that." 

"  And  the  collars — well,  half  a  dozen  will  do. 
Get  them  of  good  quality,  size  fifteen,  and  pay 
whatever  is  asked." 

"  Yes,  sir;  do  you  want  anything  more?  " 

"  I  think  not,  this  morning.  I  have  a  head- 
ache, or  I  would  go  out  myself,"  explained  the 
stranger.  "  I  live  up  the  Hudson,  and  I  must 
go  home  this  afternoon  by  the  boat." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  buy  the  articles  at  any 
particular  store?  "  inquired  Frank. 

"No;  I  leave  that  to  your  judgment.  A 
large  store  is  likely  to  have  a  better  assort- 
ment, I  suppose." 

"  Very  well,  sir." 

"  Come  back  as  soon  as  you  can,  that's  all." 

"  You  haven't  given  me  the  money  yet,  sir," 
said  Frank. 

"  Oh,  I  beg  pardon !  That  is  an  Important 
omission." 

The  stranger  drew  out  a  pocketbook,  which 
appeared  to  be  well  filled,  and  extracted  two 
bills  of  twenty  dollars  each,  which  he  passed  to 
Frank. 

^  This  is  too  much,  sir,"  said  the  telegraph- 
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boy.  '^  One  of  these  bills  will  be  much  more 
than  sufficient." 

"  Never  mind.  I  should  like  to  have  them 
both  changed.  You  can  buy  the  articles  at  dif- 
ferent places,  as  this  will  give  you  a  chance 
to  get  change  for  both.'' 

"  I  can  get  them  changed  at  a  bank,  sir." 

"  No/'  said  the  stranger  hastily,  "  I  would 
rather  you  would  pay  them  for  goods.  Shop- 
keepers are  bound  to  change  bills  for  a  cus- 
tomer." 

"  I  don't  see  what  difference  it  makes  to  you 
as  long  as  they  are  changed,"  thought  Frank. 
However,  it  was  not  his  business  to  question 
his  employer's  decision. 

Sixth  Avenue  was  not  far  distant,  and  as 
Frank  was  left  to  his  own  choice  he  betook 
himself  hither  on  his  shopping-tour.  Entering 
a  large  retail-store,  he  inquired  for  gentleman's 
linen  handkerchiefs. 

"  Large  or  small?  "  asked  the  girl  in  attend- 
ance. 

"  Large,  I  should  think." 

He  was  shown  some  of  good  quality,  at  fifty 
cents. 

"  I  think  they  will  do,"  said  Frank,  after 
examination.    "  I  will  take  half  a  dozen." 
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So  saying,  he  drew  out  one  of  the  twenty- 
dollar  bills. 

"  Cash ! ''  called  the  saleswoman,  tapping  on 
the  counter  with  her  pencil. 

Several  small  boys  were  flitting  about  the 
store  in  the  service  of  customers.  One  of  them 
made  his  appearance. 

"  Have  you  nothing  smaller? "  asked  the 
girl,  noticing  the  denomination  of  the  bill. 

"  No,"  answered  Frank. 

She  put  the  bill  between  the  leaves  of  a  small 
blank  book,  and  handed  both  that  and  the 
goods  to  the  boy. 

Frank  sat  down  on  a  stool  by  the  counter  to 
wait. 

Presently  the  cash-boy  came  back,  and  the 
proprietor  of  the  store  with  him.  He  was  a 
portly  man,  with  a  loud  voice  and  an  air  of 
authority.  To  him  the  cash-boy  pointed  out 
Frank. 

"  Are  you  the  purchaser  of  these  handker- 
chiefs? "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  Frank,  rather  suprised 
at  the  question. 

"  And  did  you  offer  this  twenty-dollar  bill  in 
payment?" 

"  Ye«,  sir.'' 
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"  Where  did  you  get  it?  Think  well/'  said 
the  trader  sternly. 

"  What  is  the  matter?  Isn't  the  bill  a  good 
one?''  asked  Frank. 

"  You  have  not  answered  my  question.  How- 
ever, I  will  answer  yours.  The  bill  is  a  coun- 
terfeit." 

Frank  looked  surprised,  and  he  understood 
at  a  flash  why  he  had  been  trusted  with  two  of 
these  bills  when  one  would  answer. 

"I  have  nothing  to  do  with  that,"  said  the 
telegraph-boy.  "  I  was  sent  out  to  buy  some 
articles,  and  this  money  was  given  me  to  pay 
for  them." 

"  Have  you  got  any  other  money  of  this  de- 
scription? "  asked  the  trader  suspiciously. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Frank  readily.  "  I  have 
another  twenty." 

'^  Let  me  see  it." 

"  Certainly.  I  should  like  to  know  whether 
that  is  bad,  too." 

The  other  twenty  proved  to  be  a  fac-simile  of 
the  first. 

"  I  must  know  where  you  got  this  money," 
isaid  the  merchant.  "  You  may  be  in  the  serV' 
Ice  of  counterfeiters." 

"  You  might  know,  from  my  uniform,  that  I 
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am  not/^  said  Frank  indignantly.  "  I  once  lost 
a  place  because  I  would  not  pass  counterfeit- 
money." 

"  I  have  a  detective  here.  You  must  lead 
him  to  the  man  who  supplied  you  with  the 
money." 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  do  it,"  said  our  hero. 
"  He  wanted  to  make  a  tool  of  me.  If  I  can 
put  him  into  the  hands  of  the  law,  I  will." 

"  That  boy  is  all  right,"  said  a  gentleman 
standing  by.  "  The  rogue  was  quite  ingenious 
in  trying  to  work  off  his  bad  money  through  a 
telegraph-messenger." 

"What  is  the  appearance  of  this  man?" 
asked  the  detective  as  they  walked  along. 

"  Rather  a  reddish  face,  and  partly  bald." 

"  What  is  the  color  of  the  hair  he  has?  " 

"  Eed." 

"  Very  good.  It  ought  to  be  easy  to  know 
him  by  that  description." 

"  I  should  know  him  at  once,"  said  Frank 
promptly. 

"  If  he  has  not  changed  his  appearance.  It 
is  easy  to  do  that,  and  these  fellows  understand 
it  well." 

Reaching  the  house,  Frank  rang  the  bell,  the 
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detective  sauntering  along  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  jstreet. 

"  Is  Mr.  Stanley  at  home?  "  asked  Frank, 
'     "  I  will  see." 

The  girl  came  down  directly,  with  the  infor- 
mation that  Mr.  Stanley  had  gone  out. 

"  That  is  queer,"  said  Frank.  "  He  told  me 
to  come  right  back.  He  said  he  had  a  head- 
ache, too,  and  did  not  want  to  go  out." 

As  he  spoke,  his  glance  rested  on  a  man  who 
was  lounging  at  the  corner.  This  man  had 
black  hair,  and  a  full  black  beard.  By  chance, 
Frank's  eye  fell  upon  his  right  hand,  and  with 
a  start  he  recognized  a  large  ring  with  a  spark- 
ling diamond,  real  or  imitation.  This  ring  he 
had  last  seen  on  Mr.  Stanley's  hand.  He 
crossed  the  street  in  a  quiet,  indifferent  man- 
ner, and  imparted  his  suspicicns  to  the  detect- 
ive. 

"  Good ! "  said  the  latter ;  "  you  are  a  smart 
boy." 

He  approached  the  man  alluded  to,  who,  con- 
fident in  his  disguise,  did  not  budge,  and,  plac- 
ing his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  said,  "  Mr.  Stan- 
ley, I  believe." 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  said  the  man,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders  in  a  nonchalant  way,  with  a 
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foreign  accent,  "  I  am  Monsieur  Lavalette.  I 
do  not  know  your  Monsieur  Stanley." 

^'  I  am  afraid  you  are  forgetful,  monsieur.  I 
beg  pardon,  but  do  you  wear  a  wig?  '^  and  with 
a  quick  movement  he  removed  the  stranger's 
hat,  and  dislodging  his  black  wig,  displayed 
the  rim  of  red  hair. 

"  This  is  an  outrage  I "  said  the  rogue  an- 
grily ;  "  I  will  have  you  arrested,  monsieur." 

"  I  will  give  you  a  chance,  for  here  is  an 
oflScer,"  said  the  detective. 

"  I  give  this  man  in  charge  for  passing  coun- 
terfeit money,"  said  the  detective.  "  The  next 
time,  Mr.  Stanley,  don^t  select  so  smart  a  tele- 
graph-boy. He  recognized  you,  in  spite  of 
your  disguise,  by  the  ring  upon  your  finger." 

The  rogue  angrily  drew  the  ring  from  his 
finger,  and  threw  it  on  the  sidewalk. 

"  Curse  the  ring !  "  he  said.  "  It  has  be- 
trayed me." 

It  only  remains  to  add  that  Stanley  was  con- 
victed through  Frank's  testimony.  He  proved 
to  be  an  old  offender,  and  the  chief  of  a  gang  of 
counterfeiters. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE. 

'Frank  was  more  fortunate  than  the  gener- 
ality of  the  telegraph-bojs  in  obtaining  fees 
from  those  who  employed  him.  He  was  not 
allowed  to  solicit  gifts,  but  was  at  liberty  to 
accept  them  when  offered.  In  one  way  or  an- 
other he  found  his  weekly  receipts  came  to 
about  seven  dollars.  Out  of  this  sum  he  would 
have  been  able  to  save  money,  even  if  he  had 
been  obliged  to  pay  all  his  expenses,  that  is  by 
the  exercise  of  strict  economy.  But,  as  we 
know,  he  was  at  no  expense  for  room  or  board, 
with  the  exception  of  a  light  lunch  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  day.  Making  a  little  calculation,  he 
found  that  he  could  save  about  four  dollars  a 
week.  As  it  had  only  been  proposed  to  him  to 
stay  at  Mrs.  Vivian^s  while  Fred  was  in  the 
country,  it  seemed  prudent  to  Frank  to  "  make 
hay  while  the  sun  shone,"  and  save  up  a  little 
fund  from  which  he  could  hereafter  draw,  in 
case  it  were  necessary. 
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So  when  he  had  saved  ten  dollars  he  pre- 
sented himself  at  the  counter  of  the  Dime  Sav- 
ings Bank,  then  located  in  Canal  Street,  and 
deposited  it,  receiving  a  bank-book,  which  he 
regarded  with  great  pride. 

"  I  begin  to  feel  like  a  capitalist,"  he  said 
to  himself.  "  I  am  rather  better  off  now  than 
I  was  when  I  led  round  old  Mills,  the  blind 
man.    I  wonder  how  he  is  getting  along." 

As  Frank  entered  Broadway  from  Canal 
Street,  by  a  strange  coincidence  he  caught 
sight  of  the  man  of  whom  he  had  been  think- 
ing. Mills,  with  the  same  querulous,  irritable 
expression  he  knew  well,  was  making  his  way 
up  Broadway,  led  by  a  boy  younger  than 
Frank. 

"  Pity  a  poor  blind  man !  "  he  muttered  from 
time  to  time  in  a  whining  voice. 

"  Look  out,  you  young  rascal,  or  you  will 
have  me  off  the  sidewalk,"  Frank  heard  the 
blind  man  say ;  "  I'll  have  a  reckoning  with  you 
when  I  get  home." 

The  boy,  who  was  pale  and  slight,  looked 
frightened. 

"  I  couldn't  help  it,  Mr.  Mills,"  he  said.  ''  It 
was  the  crowd." 

"  You  are  getting  careless,  that's  what's  the 
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matter,"  said  Mills  harshly.  "  You  are  looking 
in  at  the  shop-windows,  and  neglect  me." 

"  No,  I  am  not,"  said  the  boy,  in  meek  remon- 
strance. 

"  Don't  you  contradict  me ! "  exclaimed  the 
blind  man,  grasping  his  stick  significantly. 
"  Pity  a  poor  blind  man ! '' 

"  What  an  old  brute  he  is !  "  thought  Frank ; 
"  I  will  speak  to  him." 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Mills?  "  he  said,  halt- 
ing before  the  blind  man. 

"  Who  are  you?  "  demanded  Mills  quickly. 

"  You  ought  to  know  me;  I  am  Frank  Kava- 
nagh,  who  used  to  go  round  with  you." 

"  I  have  had  so  many  boys — most  of  them 
good  for  nothing — that  I  don't  remember  you." 

"  I  am  the  boy  who  wouldn't  pass  counter- 
feit-money for  you." 

"  Hush !  "  said  the  blind  man  apprehen- 
sively, lest  some  one  should  hear  Frank. 
"  There  was  some  mistake  about  that.  I  re- 
member you  now.  Do  you  want  to  come  back? 
This  boy  doesn't  attend  to  his  business." 

Frank  laughed.  Situated  as  he  was  now,  the 
proposal  seemed  to  him  an  excellent  joke,  and 
he  was  disposed  to  treat  it  as  such. 

"  Why,  the  fact  is,  Mr.  Mills,  you  fed  me  on 
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such  rich  food  that  I  shouldn't  dare  to  go  back 
for  fear  of  dyspepsia." 

"  Or  starvation,"  he  added  to  himself. 

"  I  live  better  now,"  said  Mills.  "  I  haven't 
had  any  boy  since,  ithat  suited  me  as  well  as 
you." 

"  Thank  you ;  but  I  am  afraid  it  would  be  a 
long  time  before  I  got  rich  on  the  wages  you 
would  give  me." 

"  I'll  give  you  fifty  cents  a  week,"  said  Mills, 
"  and  more  if  I  do  well.  You  can  come  to-day, 
if  you  like." 

*''  You  are  very  kind,  but  I  am  doing  better 
than  that,"  said  Frank. 

"  What  are  you  doing — selling  papers?  " 

"  No ;  I  have  given  that  up.  I  am  a  tele- 
graph-boy." 

"  How  much  do  you  make?  " 

"  Seven  dollars  last  week." 

"  Why,  you  will  be  rich,"  said  the  blind  man 
enviously.  "  I  don't  think  I  get  as  much  as 
that  myself,  and  I  have  to  pay  a  boy  out  of  it." 

His  poor  guide  did  not  have  the  appearance 
of  being  very  liberally  paid. 

"  Then  you  won't  come  back? "  said  Mills 
querulously. 

"  No,  I  guesB  not." 
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"  Come  along,  boy ! "  said  Mills  roughly,  to 
his  little  guide.  "  Are  you  going  to  keep  me 
here  all  day?  " 

"  I  thought  you  wanted  to  speak  to  this  boy." 

"  Well,  I  have  got  through.  He  has  deserted 
me.  It  is  the  way  of  the  world.  There's  no- 
body to  pity  the  poor,  blind  man.'' 

"  Here's  five  cents  for  old  acquaintance^ 
sake,  Mr.  Mills,"  said  Frank,  dropping  a  nickel 
into  the  hand  of  the  boy  who  was  guiding  him. 

"  Thank  you !  May  you  never  know  what  it 
is  to  be  blind ! "  said  Mills,  in  his  professional 
tone. 

"  If  I  am,  I  hope  I  can  see  as  well  as  you,'^ 
thought  Prank.  "  What  a  precious  eld  hum- 
bug he  is,  and  how  I  pity  that  poor  boy !  If  I 
had  a  chance  I  would  give  him  something  to 
save  him  from  starvation," 

Frank  walked  on,  quite  elated  at  the  change 
in  his  circumstances  which  allowed  him  to  give 
money  in  charity  to  the  person  who  had  once 
been  his  employer.  He  would  have  given  it 
more  cheerfully  if  in  his  estimation  the  man 
had  been  more  worthy. 

Frank's  errand  took  him  up  Broadway.  He 
had  two  or  three  stops  to  make,  which  made  it 
inconvenient  for  him  to  ride.    A  little  way  in 
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front  of  him  he  saw  a  boj  of  fourteen,  whom  he 
recognized  as  an  errand-boy,  and  a  former  fel- 
low-lodger at  the  Newsboy's  Lodging-house. 
He  was  about  to  hurry  forward  and  join  John 
Riley — for  this  was  the  boy's  name — when  his 
attention  was  attracted,  and  his  suspicions 
aroused,  by  a  man  who  accosted  John.  He  was 
a  man  of  about  thirty,  rather  showily  dressed, 
with  a  gold  chain  dangling  from  his  vest. 

"  Johnny,"  he  said,  addressing  the  errand- 
boy,  "  do  you  want  to  earn  ten  cents?  " 

"  I  should  like  to,''  answered  the  boy,  "  but  I 
am  going  on  an  errand,  and  can't  spare  the 
time." 

"  It  won't  take  five  minutes,"  said  the  young 
man.  "  It  is  only  to  take  this  note  up  to  Mr. 
Conant's  room,  on  the  fourth  floor  of  this 
building." 

They  were  standing  in  front  of  a  high  build- 
ing occupied  as  offices. 

The  boy  hesitated. 

"  Is  there  an  answer?  "  he  asked, 

"  No,  you  can  come  right  down  as  soon  as  the 
letter  is  delivered." 

"  I  suppose  I  could  spare  the  time  for  that,'' 
«aid  John  Riley. 

"  Of  course  you  can.    It  won't  take  you  two 
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minutes.  Here  is  the  ten  cents.  1^11  hold  your 
bundle  for  you  while  you  run  up." 

"  All  right !  "  said  the  errand-boy,  and,  sus- 
pecting nothing,  he  surrendered  his  parcel,  and 
taking  the  note  and  the  dime,  ran  up-stairs. 

No  sooner  was  he  out  of  sight  than  the  young 
man  began  to  walk  off  rapidly  with  the  bundle. 
It  was  an  old  trick,  that  has  been  many  times 
played  upon  unsuspecting  boys,  and  will  con- 
tinue to  be  played  as  long  as  there  are  knavish 
adventurers  who  prefer  dishonest  methods  of 
getting  a  living  to  honest  industry. 

In  this  case,  however,  the  rogue  was  destined 
to  disappointment.  It  may  be  stated  that  he 
had  been  present  in  the  dry-goods  store  from 
which  the  parcel  came,  and,  knowing  that  the 
contents  were  valuable,  had  followed  the  boy. 

No  sooner  did  Frank  understand  the  fel- 
low's purpose  than  he  pursued  him,  and  seized 
him  by  the  arm. 

"  What  do  you  want  of  me?  "  demanded  the 
rogue  roughly.  "  I  am  in  a  hurry  and  can't  be 
detained." 

"  I  want  you  to  give  me  that  bundle  which 
you  are  trying  to  steal  from  my  friend  John 
Riley." 

The  rogue's  countenance  changed. 
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^^Wliat  do  you  mean?''  h^  <S!feifraii<ifc(l,  to 
gain  tinia> 

•*  1  mean  mat  I  heard  your  conversation 
with  him,  and  I  know  your  game.  Come  back, 
or  I  will  call  a  policeman.'' 

The  young  man  was  sharp  enough  to  see 
that  he  must  give  up  his  purpose. 

"  There,  take  the  bundle,"  he  said,  tossing  it 
into  Frank's  arms.  "  I  was  only  going  for  a 
cigar;  I  should  have  brought  it  back." 

When  John  Riley  came  downstairs,  with  the 
letter  in  his  hand — for  he  had  been  unable  to 
find  any  man  named  Conant  in  the  building — 
he  found  Frank  waiting  with  the  parcel. 

"  Hello,  Frank !  Where's  that  man  that  sent 
me  upstairs?    I  can't  find  Mr.  Conant." 

"  Of  course  you  can't.  There's  no  such  man 
in  the  building.  That  man  was  a  thief;  but  for 
me  he  would  have  carried  off  your  bundle." 

"  What  a  fool  I  was !  "  said  the  errand-boy. 
"  I  won't  let  myself  be  fooled  again." 

"  Don't  give  up  a  bundle  to  a  stranger 
again,"  said  Frank.  "  I'm  only  a  country  boy, 
but  I  don't  allow  myself  to  be  swindled  as 
easily  as  you." 

"  I  wish  that  chap  would  come  here  again," 
said  Johnny  indignantly.    "  But  I've  come  out 
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best,  after  all,"    lie   added,    brightening   up. 
"  I've  made  ten  cents  out  of  him.'' 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A  RICH  woman's  sorrow. 

One  day  Frank  was  summoned  to  a  hand- 
some residence  on  Madison  Avenue. 

"  Sit  down  in  the  parlor,"  said  the  servant, 
"  and  I  will  call  Mrs.  Graham." 

As  Frank  looked  around  him,  and  noted  the 
evidences  of  wealth  in  the  elegant  furniture 
and  rich  ornaments  profusely  scattered  about, 
he  thought,  "  How  rich  Mrs.  Graham  must  be ! 
I  suppose  she  is  very  happy.  I  should  be  if  I 
could  buy  everything  I  wanted." 

It  was  a  boy's  thought,  and  betrayed  our 
hero's  inexperience.  Even  unlimited  means 
are  not  sure  to  produce  happiness,  nor  do  hand- 
some surroundings  prove  wealth. 

Five  minutes  later  an  elderly  lady  entered 
the  room.  She  was  richly  dressed,  but  her  face 
wore  a  look  of  care  and  sorrow. 

As  she  entered  Frank  rose  with  instinctive 
politeness  and  bowed. 
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*'  You  are  the  telegraph-boj^/'  said  the  lady 
inquiringly. 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  at  him  earnestly,  as  if 
to  read  his  character. 

"  I  have  sent  for  you,"  she  said,  at  length, 
"  to  help  me  in  a  matter  of  some  delicacy,  and 
shall  expect  you  not  to  speak  of  it,  even  to  your 
employers." 

"  They  never  question  me,"  said  Frank 
promptly.    "  You  may  rely  upon  my  secrecy." 

Frank's  statement  was  correct.  The  busi- 
ness entrusted  to  telegraph-messengers  is  un- 
derstood to  be  of  a  confidential  nature,  and 
they  are  instructed  to  guard  the  secrets  of 
those  who  make  use  of  their  services. 

"  I  find  it  necessary  to  raise  some  money," 
continued  the  lady,  apparently  satisfied,  "  and 
am  not  at  liberty,  for  special  reasons,  to  call 
upon  my  husband  for  it.  I  have  a  diamond 
ring  of  considerable  value,  which  I  should  like 
to  have  you  carry,  either  to  a  jeweler  or  a 
pawnbroker,  and  secure  what  advance  you  can 
upon  it." 

"  And  I  believed  she  had  plenty  of  money," 
thought  Frank,  wondering. 
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"  I  will  do  the  best  I  can  for  you,  madam," 
said  our  hero. 

Mrs.  Graham  drew  from  her  pocket  a  small 
box,  containing  a  diamond  ring,  which  spar- 
kled  brilliantly  in  the  sunshine. 

"  It  is  beautiful,^'  said  Frank  admiringly. 

"  Yes,  it  cost  originally  eight  hundred  dol- 
lars," said  the  lady. 

"  Eight  hundred  dollars !  "  echoed  Frank,  in 
wonder.  He  had  heard  of  diamond  rings,  and 
knew  they  were  valuable,  but  had  no  idea  they 
were  so  valuable  as  that. 

"  How  much  do  you  expect  to  get  on  it?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Nothing  near  its  value,  of  course,  nor  is 
that  necessary.  Two  hundred  dollars  will  be 
as  much  as  I  care  to  use,  and  at  that  rate  I 
shall  be  able  the  sooner  to  redeem  it.  I  be- 
lieve I  will  tell  you  why  I  want  the  money." 

"  Not  unless  you  think  it  best,"  said  Frank. 

"  It  is  best,  for  I  shall  again  require  your 
services  in  disposing  of  the  money." 

The  lady  sat  down  on  the  sofa  beside  Frank, 
and  told  him  the  story  which  follows : 

"  I  have  two  children,"  she  said,  "  a  daughter 
and  a  son.  The  son  has  recently  graduated 
from  college,  and  is  now  traveling  in  Europe. 
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My  daughter  is  now  twenty-six  years  of  age. 
She  was  beautiful,  and  our  social  positix3n  was 
such  that  my  husband,  who  is  a  proud  man, 
confidently  anticipated  that  she  would  make 
a  brilliant  match.  But  at  the  age  of  nineteen 
Ellen  fell  in  love  with  a  clerk  in  my  husband's 
employ.  He  was  a  young  man  of  good  appear- 
ance and  character,  and  nothing  could  be  said 
against  him  except  that  he  was  poor.  This, 
however,  was  more  than  enough  in  Mr.  Gra- 
ham's eyes.  When  Eobert  Morgan  asked  for 
the  hand  of  our  daughter,  my  husband  drove 
him  from  the  house  with  insult,  and  immedi- 
ately discharged  him  from  his  employ.  Ellen 
was  high-spirited,  and  resented  this  treatment 
of  the  man  she  loved.  He  soon  obtained  a 
place  quite  as  good  as  the  one  he  had  lost,  and 
one  day  Ellen  left  the  house  arid  married  him. 
She  wrote  to  us,  excusing  her  action,  and  I 
would  gladly  have  forgiven  her ;  but  her  father 
was  obdurate.  He  forbade  my  mentioning  her 
name  to  him,  and  from  that  day  to  this  he  has 
never  referred  to  her. 

"  I  am  now  coming  to  the  business  in  which 
you  are  to  help  me.  For  years  my  son-in-law 
was  able  to  support  his  wife  comfortably,  and 
also  the  two  children  which  in  time  came  ta 
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them.  But,  a  year  since,  he  became  sick,  and 
his  sickness  lasted  till  he  had  spent  all  his 
savings.  Now  he  and  his  poor  family  are  liv- 
ing in  wretched  lodgings,  and  are  in  need  of 
the  common  necessaries  of  life.  It  is  for  them 
I  intend  the  money  which  I  can  secure  upon 
this  ring." 

Frank  could  not  listen  without  having  his 
sympathies  aroused. 

"  I  shall  be  still  more  glad  to  help  you,"  he 
said,  "  now  that  I  know  how  the  money  is  to 
be  used." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  lady.  "  You  are  a 
good  boy,  and  I  see  that  I  can  trust  you  im- 
plicitly." 

She  handed  Frank  the  box,  enjoining  upon 
him  to  be  careful  not  to  lose  it. 

"  It  is  so  small  that  it  might  easily  slip  from 
your  pocket,"  she  said. 

"  I  shall  take  the  best  care  of  it,"  said 
Frank.  "  Where  would  you  advise  me  to  go 
first?  " 

"  I  hardly  know.  If  I  wished  to  sell  it  I 
would  carry  it  to  Tiffany ;  but  it  was  purchased 
there,  and  it  might  in  that  case  come  to  my 
husband's  ears.    There  is  a  pawnbroker,  named 
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Simpson,  who,  I  hear,  is  one  of  the  best  of  his 
class.    You  may  go  there  first." 

"How  much  shall  I  say  you  want  on  it?^' 
asked  Frank. 

"  Don't  mention  my  name  at  all,"  said  the 
lady  hastily. 

"  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  give  some  name," 
said  Frank,  "  in  order  that  the  ticket  may  be 
made  out." 

"  What  is  your  own  name?  " 

"  Frank  Kavanagh." 

"  Have  you  a  mother  living?  " 

"  No,"  said  Frank  gravely. 

"  Then  let  the  ticket  be  made  ouit  in  your 
name." 

"  If  you  wish  it." 

"  Shall  I  bring  the  money  to  you,  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham?" 

"  Ko ;  my  husband  might  be  at  home,  and  it 
would  arouse  his  suspicions.  At  twelve  o'clock 
I  will  meet  you  at  Madison  Park,  at  the  cor- 
ner opposite  the  Union  League  Club  House. 
You  can  then  report  to  me  your  success." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Frank. 

He  went  at  once  to  the  pawnbroker  men- 
tioned by  Mrs.  Graham.  But  for  his  uniform 
he  would  have  been  questioned  closely  as  to 
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how  he  came  bj  the  ring,  but  telegraph-boys  are 
so  often  employed  on  similar  errands  that  the 
pawnbroker  showed  no  surprise.  After  a  care- 
ful examination  he  agreed  to  advance  two  hun- 
dred dollars,  and  gave  Frank  the  money  and 
the  ticket.  When  Frank  gave  his  own  name, 
lie  said,  "  That  is  your  name,  is  it  not? '' 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  But  the  ring  does  not  belong  to  you?  " 

"  No ;  it  belongs  to  a  lady  who  does  not  wish 
her  name  known." 

^^  It  is  all  the  same  to  us." 

"  That  was  easily  done,"  ^thought  Frank. 
"  Now  I  must  go  and  meet  Mrs.  Graham." 

"  Have  you  got  the  money? "  asked  Mrs. 
Graham  anxiously,  as  Frank  made  his  appear- 
ance. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Frank. 

"  How  much?  " 

"  The  amount  you  asked  for.'' 

"  That  is  well.  Now  I  shall  be  able  to  relieve 
my  poor  daughter.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of 
her  and  her  poor  children  suffering  for  the 
lack  of  bread,  while  I  am  living  in  luxury.  I 
wish  Mr.  Graham  was  not  so  unforgiving." 

"Will  you  take  the  money  now?"  asked 
Frank. 


The  Telegraph-Boy.  149 

"  I  wish  you  to  take  fifty  dollars  to  my 
daughter." 

"  I  will  do  so  with  pleasure.  What  is  her 
address? '' 

Mrs.  Graham  drew  out  a  card,  on  which 
she  had  penciled  her  daughter's  address.  It 
proved  to  be  a  tenement-house  on  the  east  side 
of  the  city,  not  far  from  Fourteenth  Sd;reet. 

"  I  wish  I  could  go  myself, ''  said  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham sadly ;  "  but  I  do  not  dare  to  do  so  at 
present  Give  Ellen  this  money,  with  my  best 
love ;  and  say  to  her  that  a  month  from  now  I 
will  again  send  her  the  same  sum.  Tell  her  to 
keep  up  good  courage.  Brighter  days  may  be 
in  store." 

"  I  will  be  sure  to  remember,''  said  Frank,  in 
a  tone  of  sympathy. 

The  errand  was  to  his  taste ;  for  he  was  about 
to  carry  help  and  comfort  to  those  who  needed 
both. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

GOOD  TIDINGS. 

There  stands  a  large  tenement-house  on 
East  Fourteenth  Street,  five  stories  in  height, 
and  with  several  entrances.     Scores  of  bare- 
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footed  and  scantily  attired  children  play  in 
the  halls  or  on  the  sidewalk  in  front,  and  the 
great  building  is  a  human  hive,  holding  scores 
of  families.  Some  of  them,  unaccustomed  to 
live  better,  are  tolerably  content  with  their 
squalid  and  contracted  accommodations ;  but  a 
few,  reduced  by  gradual  steps  from  respecta- 
bility and  comfort,  find  their  positions  very 
hard  to  bear. 

On  the  third  floor  three  small  rooms  were 
occupied  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert  Morgan,  and 
their  two  children.  She  was  the  daughter  of 
Mrs.  Graham,  and  had  been  reared  in  affluence. 
How  she  had  incurred  her  father's  displeasure 
has  already  been  told.  He  had  been  taken  sick 
some  months  before,  his  little  stock  of  money 
had  melted  away,  and  now  he  was  unable  even 
to  pay  the  small  expenses  of  life  in  a  tene* 
ment-house. 

Just  before  Frank  made  his  appearance 
there  was  sadness  in  the  little  household. 

"  How  much  money  is  there  left,  Ellen? '' 
asked  Robert  Morgan. 

"  Seventy-five  cents,"  she  answered,  in  a 
tone  which  she  tried  to  make  cheerful. 

"  And  our  week's  rent  will  become  due  to- 
morrow." 
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"  I  may  hear  from  mother,"  suggested  Mrs. 
Morgan. 

"  If  you  don't,  I  don't  know  what  will  be» 
come  of  us  all.  We  shall  be  thrust  into  the 
street.  Even  this  squalid  home  will  be  taken 
from  us." 

"  Don't  get  discouraged,  Robert." 

"  Isn't  there  enough  to  make  me  despondent, 
Ellen?  I  can  see  now  that  I  did  very  wrong  to 
marry  you." 

"  Do  you  regret  our  marriage,  then, 
Robert?  "  asked  his  wife. 

"  Only  because  it  has  brought  you  poverty 
and  discomfort." 

"  I  have  not  yet  regretted  it." 

"  How  different  a  position  you  would  have 
occupied  if  I  had  not  dragged  you  down !  You 
would  still  be  living  in  luxury." 

"  I  should  not  have  you  and  these  dear  chil- 
dren." 

"And  will  they  compensate  you  for  what 
has  come  upon  you?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  emphatically. 

"  You  have  more  philosophy  than  I  have, 
Ellen." 

"  More    trust,    perhaps.      Do    you    know, 
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Eobert,  I  think  we  are  on  the  eve  of  good  for- 
tune?'' 

"  I  hope  so,  but  I  see  no  prospects  of  it." 

Just  then  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

Thinking  that  it  might  be  some  humble 
neighbor,  on  a  borrowing  expedition,  Mrs.  Mor- 
gan opened  the  door.  Before  her  stood  oup 
hero  in  his  uniform. 

"Is  this  Mrs.  Robert  Morgan?"  asked 
Frank. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  I  come  from  your  mother." 

"  From  my  mother?  Robert,  do  you  hear 
that?  "  said  the  poor  woman,  in  a  voice  of  glad- 
ness. "  Here  is  a  messenger  from  my  mother. 
Didn't  I  tell  you  there  was  good  luck  in  store 
for  us?  " 

Mr.  Morgan  did  not  answer.  He  waited 
anxiously  to  hear  what  Frank  had  to  communi- 
cate. 

"  Your  mother  sends  you  her  love,  and  fifty 
dollars,"  continued  Frank.  "  She  hopes  to 
call  soon  herself." 

"  Fifty  dollars !  "  exclaimed  Ellen  Morgan, 
in  delight.    "  It  is  a  fortune." 

"  Thank  Heaven ! "  ejaculated  her  husband, 
in  great  relief. 
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**  A  month  from  now  you  may  expect  a  simi- 
lar sum/'  said  Frank.     "  I  suppose  I  shall 
bring  it.    Shall  I  find  you  here?  " 
■^  Ellen  Morgan  looked  at  her  husband. 

"  No,"  said  he.  "  Let  us  get  out  of  this 
neighborhood  as  soon  as  possible.  Can't  you 
find  a  respectable  place  to-day?  " 

"  Yes/'  said  his  wife.  "  I  shall  be  glad  to 
move.  I  saw  some  neat  rooms  on  West  Twen- 
tieth Street  on  Monday.  They  will  cost  us  but 
little  more,  and  will  suit  us  better.'' 

"  I  will  send  my  mother  my  new  address," 
she  said  to  Prank. 

"  Then  you  may  send  it  under  cover  to  me, 
and  I  will  see  that  she  gets  it  privately,"  said 
Frank,  who  had  received  instructions  to  that 
effect  from  Mrs.  Graham. 

When  Frank  had  left  the  room  the  little 
household  seemed  quite  transformed.  Hope 
had  entered,  and  all  looked  more  cheerful. 

"  We  are  provided  for,  for  two  months, 
Robert,"  said  his  wife.  "  Is  not  that  a  piece  of 
good  luck?  " 

"Yes,  indeed  it  is,"  he  answered  heartily. 
"  Before  that  time  I  can  get  to  work  again,  and 
with  health  and  employment  I  shall  not  need 
to  ask  favors  of  any  one. 
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"  I  wish  father  were  as  forgiving  as  mother,'* 
said  Ellen  Morgan. 

"  Your  father  is  a  hard  man.  He  will  never 
forgive  you  for  marrying  a  poor  man.  He 
would  punish  you  by  starvation.'' 

"  He  is  very  proud/'  said  Mrs.  Morgan.  "  I 
was  an  only  daughter,  you  know,  and  he  had 
set  his  heart  upon  my  making  a  brilliant  mar- 
riage." 

"  As  you  might  have  done." 

"As  I  did  not  care  to  do.  I  preferred  to 
make  a  happy  marriage  with  the  man  of  my 
choice." 

"  You  are  a  good  wife,  Ellen." 

"  I  hope  you  will  always  find  me  so,  Robert.'' 

"  I  should  have  sunk  utterly  if  you  had  been 
like  some  women." 

In  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Morgan  went  out, 
taking  one  of  her  children  with  her.  She  went 
to  the  rooms  on  West  Twentieth  Street,  and, 
finding  them  still  vacant,  secured  them,  pay- 
ing a  month's  rent  in  advance,  as  her  mother's 
timely  gift  enabled  her  to  do.  Before  the  next 
evening  they  were  installed  in  their  new  home, 
and  Mrs.  Morgan  sent  a  note  to  her  mother, 
under  cover  to  Frank,  apprising  her  of  the  ro* 
moval. 
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Two  days  later  Frank  received  a  summons 
to  the  house  on  Madison  Avenue.  He  obeyed, 
thinking  he  should  probably  be  sent  with  some 
message  to  Mrs.  Morgan. 

He  found  Mrs.  Graham  in  a  state  of  ner- 
vous excitement. 

"  My  husband  has  been  stricken  with  par- 
alysis/' she  said.  "  It  is  terribly  sudden.  He 
went  out  yesterday,  apparently  in  vigorous 
health.  He  w^as  brought  home  pale  and  help- 
less." 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  him  or  you?  "  asked 
Frank. 

"  Yes  you  can  go  at  once  to  my  daughter, 
and  summon  her  to  her  father's  bedside." 

Frank  was  surprised,  remembering  how  ob- 
durate Mrs.  Graham  had  described  her  hus- 
band to  be. 

"  You  look  surprised,"  she  said ;  "  but  sick- 
ness often  produces  a  great  change  in  us.  My 
husband's  pride  has  given  w^ay.  His  affection 
has  returned;  and  it  is  at  his  request  that  I 
send  for  Ellen." 

Frank  had  come  to  feel  a  personal  interest 
in  the  family,  and  he  gladly  set  out  for  the 
modest  home  in  West  Twentieth  Street.    He 
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felt  that  it  was  pleasant  to  be  a  messenger  of 
reconciliation. 

Mrs.  Morgan  recognized  him  at  once,  p.nd 
received  him  cordially. 

"  Do  you  come  from  my  mother?  "  she  asked. 

"Yes.  She  wishes  you  to  come  home  at 
once." 

"  But — my  father." 

"  Your  father  is  very  sick ;  and  he  joins  in  the 
request." 

"  It  has  come  at  last — the  time  I  have  looked 
forward  to  for  so  long/'  said  Ellen  Morgan, 
clasping  her  hands.  "  Robert,  do  you  feel 
equal  to  looking  after  the  children  while  I  am 
gone?'' 

"  Yes,  Ellen.  Go  at  once.  God  grant  that 
your  father's  heart  may  be  softened,  for  your 
sake.  For  myself  I  am  content  to  live  in  pov- 
erty; but  I  don't  like  to  see  you  suffer." 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  father?  DM  my 
mother  tell  you?  '^ 

Frank  explained,  and  thus  gave  her  fresh 
cause  for  anxiety. 

On  reaching  her  father's  chamber  she  was 
shocked  by  his  changed  appearance;  but  her 
heart  was  gladdened  by  the  wan  smile  that 
lighted  up  his  face,  assuring  her  that  she  was 
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welcome.  From  the  doctor  she  received  the 
assurance  that  her  father  was  in  no  immediate 
danger.  Indeed,  he  expressed  a  confident  hope 
that  Mr.  Graham  would  rally  from  his  present 
attack,  and  be  able  to  go  about  his  business 
again,  though  caution  would  be  required 
against  undue  excitement  or  fatigue. 

The  doctor's  prediction  was  verified.  Mr. 
Graham  recovered;  but  his  old  pride  and  ob- 
duracy did  not  come  back.  He  became  recon- 
ciled to  his  son-in-law,  and  provided  him  a  well- 
paid  position  in  his  own  mercantile  establish- 
ment, and  provided  rooms  in  the  Madison 
Avenue  mansion  for  the  little  family  whom 
Frank  had  first  visited  in  the  squalid  tenement- 
house  in  Fourteenth  Street,  and  the  glad  voices 
of  children  made  the  house  no  longer  lonely. 

^'  You  must  call  and  see  us  often,"  said  Ellen 
Morgan  to  our  hero.  "  I  shall  always  remem- 
ber you  as  the  messenger  who  brought  us  good 
tidings  at  the  darkest  hour  in  our  fortunes. 
We  shall  always  welcome  you  as  a  friend/' 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 


A  LETTER  FROM  HOME. 


One  morning  an  elderly  gentleman  entered 
the  office  In  which  Frank  was  employed,  and 
sought  an  interview  with  the  superintendent. 

"  I  want  a  smart  boy  for  detective  work,"  he 
said.     "  Have  you  one  you  can  recommend?  " 

The  superintendent  cast  his  eyes  over  the 
line  of  boys,  and  called  Frank.  Our  hero's 
recognition  of  the  disguised  counterfeiter  by 
his  ring  had  given  him  a  reputation  for  shrewd- 
ness. 

"  I  think  this  boy  will  suit  you,"  he  gaid. 
"  Do  you  wish  him  to  go  with  you  now?  " 

"  Yes;  I  may  want  him  a  week." 

"  Very  well." 

Frank  accompanied  the  gentleman  into  the 
street. 

"  Have  you  no  other  clothes  except  this  uni- 
form? "  asked  Mr.  Hartley. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Then  go  and  put  them  on.  Then  report  to 
me  at  No. — Broadway." 
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^  All  right,  sir." 

"  It  is  fortunate  I  have  a  good  suit,"  thought 
Frank. 

He  was  not  long  in  exchanging  his  uniform 
for  the  neat  suit  given  him  by  Mr.  Bowen, 
Thus  attired,  he  presented  himself  in  Mr.  Hart- 
ley's office.  The  merchant  surveyed  him  with 
approval. 

"  You  will  enter  my  service  as  errand-boy," 
he  said.  "  You  will  be  sent  to  the  post-office, 
the  bank,  and  on  similar  errands,  in  order  not 
to  excite  suspicion  of  the  real  object  of  your 
presence.  Keep  your  eyes  open,  and  I  will 
take  an  opportunity  of  explaining  to  you  later 
what  I  wish  you  to  do." 

Frank  bowed. 

''  Mr.  Haynes,"  said  the  merchant,  calling  a 
thin,  sallow  young  man,  "  I  have  engaged  this 
boy  as  an  errand-boy.  Has  any  one  been  to  the 
post-office  this  morning?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Then  he  will  go." 

Haynes  regarded  Frank  with  disfavor. 

"  I  have  a  nephew  who  would  have  liked  the 
position,"  he  said. 

^^  Too  late  now,"  said  the  merchant  curtly. 
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"  What  is  your  name,  boy?  "  asked  Haynes 
coldly. 

"Frank  Kavanagh." 

"  How  did  Mr.  Hartley  happen  to  engage 
you?''  asked  the  subordinate. 

"  A  gentleman  recommended  me,"  Frank 
answered. 

"  I  had  already  mentioned  my  nephew  to 
him.  I  am  surprised  he  said  nothing  to  me 
about  engaging  a  boy." 

Frank  said  nothing,  feeling  no  particular 
interest  in  the  matter.  As  he  was  only  filling 
temporarily  the  position  of  errand-boy,  it  made 
little  difference  to  him  whether  he  was  accept- 
able to  Mr.  Haynes  or  not. 

In  the  course  of  the  day  Mr.  Hartley  handed 
Frank  a  card,  containing  the  street  and  num- 
ber of  his  residence,  with  a  penciled  invitation 
to  call  that  evening. 

Of  course  Frank  did  so. 

Seated  alone  with  the  merchant  in  his  back 
parlor,  the  latter  said,  "  I  have  invited  you 
here  because  I  could  not  speak  with  you  freely 
at  the  store.    How  do  you  like  Mr.  Haynes?  " 

Frank  was  surprised  at  the  abruptness  of 
the  question. 

"  I  don't  like  him,"  he  answered  candidly. 
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<<  Why  not?" 

"  Tkere  is  no  good  reason  that  I  know  of," 
said  Frank ;  "  but  I  think  his  manner  is  dis- 
agreeable." 

"  Our  instincts  are  often  to  be  trusted,"  said 
the  merchant  thoughtfully.  "  I  confess  that  I 
myself  don't  like  Haynes,  nor  do  I  feel  im- 
plicit confidence  in  him,  though  he  has  been 
eight  years  in  the  service  of  our  house.  He  is 
outwardly  very  circumspect,  and  apparently 
very  faithful,  but  there  is  something  in  his 
eye  which  I  don't  like." 

Frank  had  noticed  this,  but  Mr.  Hartley's 
remark  called  fresh  attention  to  its  furtive, 
crafty  expression. 

Frank's  curiosity  was  aroused,  naturally 
enough.  He  wondered  what  Mr.  Haynes  had 
to  do  with  his  mission.  He  did  not  have  long 
to  wait  for  information. 

"  I  will  come  to  the  point,"  said  Mr.  Hartley, 
after  a  pause.  "  I  am  an  important  merchant, 
and  deal,  among  other  articles,  in  silks.  Dur- 
ing the  last  year  I  have  discovered  that  some 
one  is  systematically  robbing  me,  and  that 
parts  of  my  stock  have  been  spirited  away. 
The /loss  I  have  sustained  is  already  consider- 
able, and  unless  the  leakage  is  put  a  stop  to, 
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I  may  as  well  give  up  business.  You  can  now 
guess  why  I  have  engaged  you.  No  one  will 
suspect  an  errand-boy  of  being  a  detective, 
while  a  man  would  very  probably  excite  ^Jis- 
trust,  and  put  the  rogue  on  his  guard." 

Frank  listened  attentively  to  his  employer. 

"Do  you  suspect  any  one  in  particular,  Mi\. 
Hartley? ''  he  asked. 

"  It  must  be  some  one  in  my  employ,"  he 
said.  "  The  man  who,  more  than  any  other, 
has  facilities  for  robbing  me  is  the  man  of 
whom  I  have  spoken  to  you." 

"  Mr.  Haynes?  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Haynes.  He  holds  an  important 
position,  and  enjoys  special  privileges.  On  the 
other  hand,  so  far  as  I  can  learn,  he  lives  in  a 
sober,  inexpensive  way,  quite  within  his  salary, 
which  is  liberal.  He  is  prominently  connected 
with  an  up-town  church,  and  it  seems  very  im- 
probable that  he  would  be  guilty  of  robbery,  or 
breach  of  trust ;  yet  there  have  been  such  cases 
before.  At  any  rate,  I  cannot  wholly  divest 
myself  of  suspicion." 

"  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do? "  asked 
Frank. 

"  To  watch  Mr.  Haynes  carefully,  both  in 
and  out  of  the  store,  to  ascertain  whether  he 
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has  any  unexplained  expenses,  or  any  ques- 
tionable companions.  I  want  to  know  liow  lie 
spends  his  time  out  of  the  office.  It  may  be 
that  the  result  of  my  investigation  will  be  to 
his  credit.  It  may  be  that  he  is  all  that  he 
seems — a  reputable  member  of  the  church  and 
of  society,  with  nothing  against  him  but  an  un- 
pleasant manner.  Should  this  be  the  case,  I 
shall  be  glad  to  correct  my  suspicions,  and  give 
him  back  my  confidence.  In  that  case,  we 
must  look  elsew^here  for  the  rogue  who  is  rob- 
bing me." 

"  Have  you  any  particular  instructions  to 
give  me?"  asked  Frank. 

"  No,  only  to  follow  Haynes,  and  find  out  all 
you  can  about  him.  Use  great  care  in  doing  it, 
not  to  arouse  his  or  any  one  else's  suspicion.  I 
will  find  an  opportunity  for  you  to  make  your 
reports." 

^'  Very  well,  sir." 

When  Frank  got  home,  he  found  a  letter 
awaiting  him  from  his  country  home.  It  was 
in  answer  to  one  which  he  had  written  to  his 
uncle.  Deacon  Pelatiah  Kavanagh,  in  reference 
to  a  trunk  which  had  belonged  to  his  father* 

Shis  is  the  letter; 
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"  My  Dear  Nephew  :  I  am  glad  to  learn  that 
you  are  making  a  living  in  the  city.  It  is  much 
better  that  you  should  earn  your  own  living 
than  to  be  a  burden  upon  me,  though,  of  course, 
I  would  not  see  you  suffer.  But  a  man's  duty 
is  to  his  own  household,  and  my  income  from 
the  farm  is  very  small,  and  Hannah  and  I 
agreed  that  we  had  little  to  spare  for  others. 

"  There  is  an  old  trunk,  belonging  to  your 
deceased  father,  in  the  attic.  It  contains  some 
old  clothes,  which  may  be  made  over  for  you, 
and  so  save  you  expense.  I  would  use  them 
my^self,  and  allow  you  for  them,  but  your 
father  was  a  much  smaller  man  than  I,  and  his 
clothes  would  not  fit  me.  I  will  send  the  trunk 
by  express  to  the  address  which  you  gave  me. 
Of  course,  I  shall  expect  you  to  pay  the  ex- 
press, as  I  have  no  interest  in  it,  or  its  con- 
tents. 

"  Your  cousin  Jonathan  has  left  school,  and 
is  working  on  the  farm.  I  feel  so  glad  that  he 
has  no  extravagant  tastes,  but  inherits  the 
careful  and  economical  habits  of  his  mother 
and  myself.  I  am  sure  he  will  never  waste  or 
squander  the  little  property  which  I  hope  to 
leave  him." 
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"I  don't  believe  he  will/'  thought  Frank, 
*^  for  he  is  about  as  mean  as  his  mother,  and 
that  is  saying  a  good  deal." 

"  Your  aunt  and  I  hope  that  you  will  steer 
clear  of  the  temptations  of  the  city.  Do  not 
seek  after  vain  amusements,  but  live  a  sober 
life,  never  spending  a  cent  unnecessarily,  and 
you  will  in  time  become  a  prosperous  man.  I 
would  invite  you  to  come  and  stop  with  us  over 
Sunday,  but  for  the  railroad  fare,  which  is 
high.  It  will  be  better  to  save  your  money, 
and  put  off  the  visit  till  you  can  afford  it. 
Your  uncle, 

^  Pelatiah  Kavanagh.'' 

Reading  this  letter,  it  would  hardly  be  sup- 
posed that  the  writer  owned  ten  thousand 
dollars  in  stocks,  bonds,  and  mortgages,  over 
and  above  an  excellent  farm.  Such,  however, 
was  the  worldly  position  of  the  man  who  ^ent 
Frank  to  the  city  in  quest  of  a  living,  because 
he  could  not  afford  to  provide  for  him.  With 
some  men  prudence  is  a  virtue;  with  Deacon 
Pelatiah  Kavanagh  it  was  carried  so  far  as  to 
be  a  positive  defect. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


Frank's  first  discovery. 


So  far  as  Frank  could  observe,  Mr.  Hayne!^ 
was  an  active,  energetic  salesman.  He  ap- 
peared to  understand  his  duties  thoroughly, 
and  to  go  about  them  in  a  straightforward 
manner.  So  far  as  his  personal  habits  were 
concerned,  they  seemed  irreproachable.  He 
was  neatly  but  plainly  dressed,  wore  no  jew- 
elry, and  carried  a  plain  silver  watch,  which, 
when  new,  probably  did  not  cost  over  twenty 
dollars. 

Frank  had  no  difficulty  in  ascertaining  where 
he  lived.  It  was  a  brick  house  on  Waverly 
Place,  very  unpretentious  and  certainly  not 
fashionable.  In  order  to  find  how  much  he 
paid  for  his  accommodations  Frank  visited  the 
house  on  pretence  of  being  in  search  of  board. 

"  We  have  a  hall  bedroom  on  the  third  floor, 
at  seven  dollars  a  week,  including  board,"  said 
the  landlady.     "How  would  that  suit  you?" 

**  I  may  have  a  friend  board  with  me,"  said 
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Frank.  "  In  that  case  we  should  need  a  large 
room.    Have  you  any  vacant?  " 

"  There  is  the  front  room  on  the  third  floor. 
We  would  let  it  to  two  gentlemen  at  eleven 
dollars  for  the  two." 

"  Isn't  the  back  room  cheaper?  "  inquired 
our  hero. 

"  Yes ;  but  it  is  occupied  by  a  business  gen- 
tleman." 

"  Can  you  tell  me  his  name?  I  may  be  ac» 
quainted  with  him." 

"  His  name  is  Haynes." 

"How  much  does  he  pay?" 

"  He  pays  eight  dollars  a  week,  and  has  the 
room  alone." 

"  I  suppose  his  room  is  not  likely  to  become 
vacant  soon?  " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  He  has  been  with  us  for  sev- 
eral years.  We  should  be  sorry  to  lose  him. 
Last  Christmas  he  gave  my  daughter  a  present 
of  a  nice  silk-dress  pattern." 

Frank  was  struck  by  this  information. 

"  I  don't  believe  he  paid  anything  for  the 
silk,"  thought  he.    "  I  wish  I  could  find  out.'^ 

He  had  learned  all  he  cared  for,  and  left, 
saying  he  might  call  again. 

"  His  expenses  seem  very  moderate  for  a 
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man  in  his  position/'  (thought  Frank.  "I 
wonder  if  he  makes  any  investments." 

Fortune  favored  our  hero  in  the  prosecution 
of  his  inquiry.  Keeping  Haynes  in  sight,  as 
was  his  custom,  he  observed  that  the  latter,  in 
pulling  out  a  handkerchief  from  the  breast 
pocket  of  his  coat,  had  brought  with  it  a  letter 
also.  Frank,  quickly  and  unobserved,  picked 
it  up,  and  when  he  was  alone  looked  at  the 
address.  It  was  directed  to  James  Haynes,  at 
his  residence  in  Waverly  Place.  On  the  en- 
velope was  the  printed  address  of  a  real-estate 
broker  in  Brooklyn. 

Frank  knew  that  there  was  at  that  time  con- 
siderable speculation  in  Brooklyn  real  estate, 
and  he  examined  the  letter.    It  ran  thus : 

"We  have  found  a  corner  lot,  with  several 
lots  adjoining,  near  Prospect  Park,  which  may 
be  obtained  for  five  thousand  dollars,  half- 
cash.  We  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending 
the  purchase,  being  convinced,  from  the  ten- 
dencies of  the  market,  that  the  buyer  will 
double  his  money  in  a  comparatively  short 
time.  If  you  are  engaged  at  other  times,  come 
over  on  Sunday  afternoon,  and  we  will  show 
you  the  property.    The  house  you  purchased  of 
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lis  last  year  is  worth  fully  a  thousand  dollars 
more  than  the  price  you  gave." 

"  I  wonder  how  much  he  gave,"  said  Frank 
to  himself. 

The  letter  was  signed  "  Henderson  &  Co., 
No.—  Fulton  Street." 

Frank  was  elated  by  the  discovery  he  hao^ 
made,  and  he  sought  an  interview  with  Mr. 
Hartley. 

"  Have  you  discovered  anything? "  asked 
the  merchant,  noticing  the  eager  look  of  his 
young  detective. 

Without  attaching  especial  importance  to 
the  fact,  Frank  answered,  "  I  have  found  out 
that  Mr.  Haynes  owns  a  house  in  Brooklyn." 

"  Indeed !  "  said  Hartley  quickly.  "  But/' 
he  continued  more  slowly,  "  he  might  buy  one 
with  the  money  saved  from  his  salary." 

"  He  is  also  thinking  of  buying  some  lots 
near  Prospect  Park." 

"  How  did  you  learn  this?  "  asked  the  mer- 
chant, surprised. 

"  I  would  rather  not  tell  you,"  said  Frank, 
who  was  not  quite  sure  whether  Mr.  Hartley 
would  sanction  his  examination  of  a  private 
letter.    "  You  may  be  sure  that  it  is  true." 
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"  Very  well ;  I  will  rest  contented  with  that 
assurance.  I  will  leave  you  to  work  in  your 
own  way.  Your  information  is  important,  for 
it  seems  to  show  that  Mr.  Haynes  has  made 
investments  beyond  his  ability,  if  he  were  de- 
pendent upon  his  savings  alone.'' 

"  That  is  what  I  thought,''  said  Frank.  "  I 
must  try  to  find  out  where  he  gets  this  extra 
money." 

"  If  you  do  that,  and  prove  my  suspicions 
correct,  I  will  make  you  a  handsome  present, 
besides  paying  the  company  regular  rates  for 
your  services." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  I  will  try  to  earn  your 
gifts." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

FOLLOWING  UP  A  CLUE. 

This  is  not  a  detective  story,  and  I  shall  not, 
therefore,  detail  the  steps  by  which  our  young 
hero  succeeded  in  tracing  out  the  agency  of 
Haynes  in  defrauding  the  firm  by  which  he 
was  employed.  It  required  not  one  week,  but 
three,  to  follow  out  his  clues,  and  qualify  him- 
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self  to  make  a  clear  and  intelligible  report  to 
Mr.  Hartley.  He  had  expressly  requested  the 
merchant  not  to  require  any  partial  report,  as 
it  might  interfere  with  his  working  unob- 
served. Toward  the  end  of  the  third  week  he 
asked  an  interview  with  Mr.  Hartley. 

"  Well,  Frank,"  said  the  merchant  famil- 
iarly, "  who  is  the  rogue?  " 

"  Mr.  Haynes,"  answered  our  hero. 

"  You  speak  confidently,"  said  his  employer ; 
"  but  surmise  will  not  do.  I  want  proof,  or  I 
cannot  act.'' 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have  discovered," 
said  Frank ;  "  and  I  leave  you  to  judge  for 
yourself." 

"  Have  you  a  customer  in  Hartford  named 
Davis?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yes ;  and  a  very  good  customer.  He  is  fre- 
quent in  his  orders,  and  makes  prompt  pay- 
ments.   I  wish  I  had  more  like  him." 

"  If  you  had  more  like  him  you  would  soon 
be  bankrupt,"  said  Frank  quietly. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Mr.  Hartley, 
in  genuine  surprise.  "  How  can  a  customer 
who  buys  largely,  and  pays  promptly,  be  un- 
desirable?'* 
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"  Did  you  know  that  Mr.  Davis  is  a  brother- 
in-law  of  Mr.  Haynes?" 

"  No ;  but  even  if  he  is  I  have  to  thank  Mr. 
Haynes  for  securing  me  so  excellent  a  cu<5- 
tomer." 

Hartley  spoke  confidently,  evidently  believ* 
ing  that  Frank  was  on  the  wrong  tack. 

"I  have  noticed,"  said  Frank,  "that  when 
goods  are  packed  to  go  to  Mr.  Davis,  Mr. 
Haynes  personally  superintends  the  packing, 
and  employs  one  particular  man  to  pack.'' 

"What  then?" 

"  I  think  he  has  something  to  conceal.'' 

"  I  don't  understand  what  he  can  have  to 
conceal.  If  Davis  is  his  brother-in-law,  it  is 
natural  that  he  should  feel  a  special  interest  in 
filling  his  orders." 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Mr.  Haynes  were  a 
partner  as  well  as  a  brother-in-law  of  Mr. 
Davis." 

Mr.  Hartley  looked  surprised. 

"That  may  be  true;  though  I  don't  know 
why  you  should  conjecture  it.  Admitting  that 
you  are  right,  I  don't  know  that  I  have  any 
right  to  object,  I  should  like  it  better,  how- 
ever, if  I  were  frankly  told  by  Mr.  Haynes  of 
this  circumstance." 
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**  I  will  tell  you  wliat  I  think  I  have  discov- 
ered," continued  Frank.  "  The  cases  that  are 
shipped  to  Mr.  Davis  not  only  contain  the 
goods  he  has  ordered,  but  valuable  silks  that 
he  has  not  ordered,  and  does  not  propose  to 
pay  for." 

"  I  see,  I  see,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Hartley,  a  light 
dawning  upon  him  for  the  first  time.  "  I  was 
stupid  not  to  comprehend  your  meaning  ear- 
lier. What  warrant  have  you  for  suspecting 
this?  " 

"  First,  your  steady  losses  of  goods ;  next, 
the  ease  with  which  Mr.  Haynes,  in  his  posi- 
tion of  trust,  could  carry  out  his  plan.  Why 
should  he  superintend  the  packing  of  Mr. 
Davis'  goods,  alone  of  all  your  customers?  " 

"  There  is  weight  in  what  you  say,  Frank. 
You  are  certainly  an  extraordinary  boy.  You 
have  shown  so  much  shrewdness  that  I  now 
ask  your  advice.  What  steps  shall  I  take  to 
ascertain  whether  Mr.  Haynes  is  really  guilty 
of  what  we  suspect  him?  " 

"  There  is  an  order  now  being  filled  for  Mr. 
Davis,"  answered  Frank.  "  When  the  order  is 
filled,  can't  you  open  the  case,  and  find  out 
whether  the  contents  correspond  exactly  to 
the  bill?" 
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"  The  very  thing.  To  facilitate  matters  I 
will  send  Mr.  Haynes  to  Brooklyn  on  a  confi- 
dential errand.  Fortunately  there  is  a  matter 
that  will  give  me  a  good  excuse  for  doing  so. 
Go  back  to  your  post,  and  when  Mr,  Haynes 
appears  to  be  at  liberty  send  him  to  me." 

Half  an  hour  later  Mr.  Haynes  entered  the 
office  of  his  employer. 

"  You  sent  for  me,  sir?  "  he  said,  a  little  un- 
easily; for,  when  conscience  accuses,  the  mind 
is  always  apprehensive. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Haynes,"  said  the  merchant,  in 
his  usual  tone.  "  Have  you  any  objection  to 
go  to  Brooklyn  for  me  on  a  confidential 
errand?  " 

"  None  in  the  world,  sir,"  said  Haynes,  re- 
lieved. "  I  shall  be  glad  to  take  the  trip  this 
fine  morning.  It  is  almost  too  pleasant  to  re- 
main in-doors." 

"  Thank  you ;  I  will  give  you  your  instruc- 
tions, and  shall  be  glad  to  have  you  go  at  once." 

It  is  not  necessary  to  our  story  that  we 
should  know  the  nature  of  the  errand  on  which 
Haynes  was  sent.  It  served  the  purpose  of 
getting  him  out  of  the  way. 

When  the  suspected  clerk  was  fairly  on  his 
way,  Mr.  Hartley  went  to  the  packing-room, 
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and  looked  about  him  till  lie  discovered  the 
case  addressed  to 

H.  L.  DAVIS  &  CO., 

Hartford,  Conn. 

"  Open  this  case,"  said  he  to  one  of  the  work- 
men. "  There  was  a  mistake  recently  in  send- 
ing some  goods  to  Davis,  and  I  wish  to  com- 
pare these  with  the  bill." 

"  I  think  they  are  all  right,  sir,"  said  the  man 
addressed.     "  Mr.  Haynes  saw  them  packed." 

"  Mr.  Haynes  will  not  be  responsible  for  any 
mistake,"  said  Mr.  Hartley.  "  I  would  rather 
see  for  myself." 

The  case  was  opened,  and  the  merchant  dis- 
covered about  two  hundred  dollars'  worth  of 
silk,  which  was  not  included  in  the  bill. 

"  Go  and  call  Mr.  Hunting,"  said  Mr.  Hart- 
ley quietly. 

Mr.  Hunting  filled  one  of  the  most  impor- 
tant positions  in  the  establishment.  To  him 
his  employer  explained  the  nature  of  his  dis- 
covery. 

"  Mr.  Hunting,"  he  said,  "  I  wish  you  to  see 
and  attest  the  fraud  that  has  been  attempted 
upon  me.  This  case  was  packed  under  the 
special  charge  of  Mr.  Haynes." 
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"  Is  it  possible  that  Mr.  Haynes  knew  of 
this? ''  exclaimed  his  fellow-clerk. 

^^  Davis  is  his  brother-in-law,"  said  Mr.  Hart- 
ley significantly. 

"Has  this  been  going  on  long,  do  you 
think,  sir?" 

"  For  several  years,  I  suspect.  Mr.  Haynes 
has,  no  doubt,  found  it  very  profitable." 

"  Shall  I  close  up  the  case  again,  sir?  "  asked 
the  workman. 

"  Yes,  but  it  is  not  to  go.  You  may  await  my 
further  orders." 

The  silk  was  taken  out,  and  replaced  in  the 
silk-department. 

"So  much  has  been  saved,  at  least,"  said  the 
merchant. 

"  When  Mr.  Haynes  comes  back,"  he  said  to 
the  usher,  "  send  him  to  me." 


CHAPTEK  XXIII. 

BROUGHT  TO  BAY. 

Mr.  Haynes  had  a  private  reason  for  ac- 
cepting readily  the  commission  to  visit  Brook* 
lyn.    It  occurred  to  him  at  once  that  it  would 
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give  him  an  excellent  chance  to  call  on  his 
real-estate  agent,  and  confer  with  him  upon 
future  investments.  For  James  Hajnes  had 
the  comfortable  consciousness  that  he  was  a 
prosperous  man.  Month  by  month,  and  year 
by  year,  he  was  adding  largely  to  his  gains, 
and  while  he  was  still  a  young  man  he  would 
be  rich,  if  all  went  well. 

Of  course,  this  meant  if  his  speculations  re- 
mained undiscovered.  Why  should  they  not 
be?  He  plumed  himself  on  the  skill  with 
which  he  managed  to  rob  his  employer.  He 
was  no  vulgar  bungler  to  break  into  the  store, 
or  enter  into  an  alliance  with  burglars.  Not 
he!  The  property  he  took  was  carried  off 
openly  before  Mr.  Hartley's  very  eyes,  and  he 
knew  nothing  of  it.  He  did  not  even  suspect 
that  he  was  being  robbed.  This  i^  what  Mr. 
Haynes  thought ;  but,  as  we  know,  he  was  mis- 
taken. Even  now  he  was  in  a  net ;  but  did  not 
know  it. 

After  attending  to  Mr.  Hartley's  commis- 
sion Haynes  went  to  see  his  broker.  The  con- 
versation he  had  with  the  broker  was  of  a  very 
encouraging  character.  He  was  congratulated 
upon  his  investments,  and  assured  that  they 
would  pay  him  handsomely. 
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James  Haynes  returned  from  Brooklyn  in  a 
very  pleasant  mood. 

"  A  year  or  two  more  of  life  as  a  clerk,  and  I 
will  throw  off  the  yoke/'  he  said  to  himself. 
"  I  must  be  worth  at  least  fifteen  thousand 
dollars  now,  apart  from  any  rise  in  the  value 
of  my  investments.  When  I  reach  twenty- five 
thousand  I  will  resign  my  position,  and  go  to 
Europe.  I  shall  then  possess  an  income  ade- 
quate to  my  simple  wants. 

"  Is  Mr.  Hartley  in  the  office?"  he  asked,  as 
he  re-entered  the  store. 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  he  wishes  to  see  you.'' 

"  Of  course,  he  wants  to  see  me — to  hear  my 
report.'' 

The  merchant  looked  up  as  Haynes  entered 
the  office. 

"  So  you  are  back?  "  he  said  gravely. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  was  detained  a  little,  but  I  ful- 
filled my  commission." 

"  That  is  well." 

Here  Haynes  made  his  report.  Mr.  Hartley 
listened  with  an  abstracted  air,  for  his 
thoughts  were  upon  the  defalcation  of  the  man 
before  him. 

Finishing  his  statement,    James    Hayuea 
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turned  to  leave  the  office,  but  his  employer 
called  him  back. 

"  Wait  a  minute,  Mr.  Haynes,"  he  said 
gravely.  "  I  wish  to  ask  you  one  or  two  ques- 
tions." 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

"  I  believe  we  have  transactions  with  a  party 
in  Hartford,  with  the  firm-name  of  H.  L. 
Davis  &  Co.?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Haynes,  starting  and  flush- 
ing a  little. 

"  Is  Mr.  Davis  a  relative  of  yours?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  wonder  where  he  heard  that?  " 
Haynes  asked  himself.  "  Is  there  any  trouble? 
Is  he  behind  in  his  payments?  "  inquired  the 
clerk. 

"  No ;  he  has  always  settled  his  bills  with 
commendable  promptness." 

"  I  insisted  on  that,"  said  Haynes,  in  a  satis- 
fied tone.  "  I  didn't  want  you  to  lose  by  any 
connection  of  mine." 

"  And  you  are  quite  sure  that  I  have  lost 
nothing  by  Mr.  Davis?"  demanded  the  mer- 
chant,  regarding  Haynes  intently. 

The  latter  changed  color. 

"  How  is  that  possible,"  he  inquired,  "  since 
he  has  met  his  payments  promptly?  " 
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*^You  have  personally  seen  to  the  packing 
of  Mr.  Davis'  goods,  I  believe,  Mr.  Haynes? '' 

"Well — generally,"  stammered  the  rather 
disconcerted  clerk. 

"  At  all  events,  you  did  so  this  morning? '' 

"  Ye-es." 

"  After  you  started  for  Brooklyn  I  had  the 
case  opened,  and  found  some  patterns  of  silk 
not  included  in  the  bill." 

"  I  suppose  there  was  a  mistake,"  said 
Haynes,  turning  pale. 

"  You  think  this  has  nat  happened  before?  " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  Mr.  Haynes,"  said  his  employer  sternly, 
"  you  may  as  well  drop  the  mask  of  innocence. 
I  have  been  robbed  systematically  for  the  last 
three  years,  and  I  now  understand  how  it  was 
done.  You  and  Davis,  between  you  have  plun- 
dered me  in  an  exceedingly  ingenious  man* 
ner.    It  will  go  hard  with  you  before  a  jury." 

"  You  won't  have  me  arrested !  "  exclaimed 
Haynes,  his  pallor  indicating  his  dismay. 

"Why  should  I  not?" 

"  You  could  prove  nothing." 

"  I  will  take  my  chance  of  that.  Have  you 
nothing  more  to  say?  " 

"  I— though  I  do  not  admit  that  your  charge 
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is  correct — I  am  willing  to  make  over  to  you 
the  greater  part  of  my  property,  to  avoid  the 
scandal  of  a  trial.^ 

"  That  will  not  do,  Mr.  Haynes.  Were  I  to 
accept  this  upon  such  a  ground,  j-ou  could 
rightfully  bring  against  me  a  charge  of  black- 
mail." 

"  What,  then,  are  your  terms? "  asked 
Haynes  sullenly. 

"  You  must  write  out  a  confession  of  your 
guilt,  which  I  shall  put  among  my  private 
papers,  and  not  make  public  unless  necessary, 
and  in  addition  you  must  make  over  to  me  prop- 
erty to  the  amount  of  ten  thousand  dollars. 
It  will  not  make  up  my  losses,  but  I  will  accept 
it  as  restitution  in  full." 

Against  this  James  Haynes  most  strongly 
protested,  alleging  that  the  sum  demanded  was 
far  beyond  the  amount  of  his  purloinings ;  but 
finally  he  yielded,  being  privately  resolved  to 
make  his  brother-in-law  pay  one-half  of  the 
forfeiture. 

"  You  will  leave  my  service  at  the  end  of  the 
week,  Mr.  Haynes,"  said  his  employer,  "and 
during  next  week  you  must  attend  to  the  trans- 
fer." 

"  How  did  he  find  out?  "  said  Haynes  to  him- 
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self,  as  with  grave  face  he  went  ahout  the  du« 
ties  of  the  place  he  was  so  soon  <to  leave.  "  If 
I  could  find  out,  I  would  have  my  revenge.'^ 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

AN  OPEN  ENEMY. 

Frank  remained  with  Mr.  Hartley  till  the 
guilty  clerk  left  the  establishment.  This  was 
at  the  special  request  of  the  merchant,  who  did 
not  care  to  let  Mr.  Haynes  suspect  who  had 
been  instrumental  in  bringing  his  guilt  to 
light. 

"  I  suppose  you  have  no  further  use  for  me, 
now,  Mr.  Hartley? "  said  the  telegraph-boy. 

"  Not  at  present,  Frank,''  said  his  employer 
kindly. 

"  Then  I  will  report  for  duty  at  the  tele- 
graph-office." 

"  Wait  a  moment.  You  have  done  me  a 
great  service." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,  sir,"  answered  Frank 
modestly. 

"  You  have  shown  uncommon  shrewdness 
and  intelligence." 
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Frank  looked  gratified,  and  expressed  his 
thanks  for  the  compliment. 

"  I  want  to  make  you  a  present  in  addition 
to  the  wages  which  you  receive  from  the  office," 
said  Mr.  Hartley. 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

Mr.  Hartley  drew  from  his  desk  a  five- 
twenty  government  bond  of  one  hundred  dol- 
lars, and  handed  it  to  our  hero. 

"  Do  you  mean  all  this  for  me? "  asked 
Frank,  quite  overwhelmed  by  the  magnitude 
of  the  gift. 

"  It  is  not  more  than  you  deserve.  I  might 
have  given  you  the  money  value  of  the  bond; 
but  I  give  it  to  you  in  this  shape,  because  I 
hope  you  will  keep  it  as  an  investment.  It  will 
yield  you  six  dollars  interest  annually  in  gold. 
I  hope  the  time  will  come  when  you  will  have 
more  interest  in  the  same  way." 

"  I  hope  I  shall,  sir.    I  shall  feel  quite  rich 


now." 


"  You  are  richer  in  the  qualities  which  have 
won  you  this  acknowledgment.  How  do  you 
like  the  telegraph  service?  " 

"  Very  well,  sir,  for  the  present.  It  Is  much 
better  than  being  a  newsboy." 
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"  Exactly ;  but  there  are  positions  you  would 
prefer?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  I  would  like  to  be  in  some  mer- 
cantile business,  where  I  might  work  my  way 
up.  In  a  few  years  I  shall  be  too  old  for  a  tele- 
graph-boy, and  then  I  shall  be  out  of  place." 

"  I  will  relieve  your  fears  on  that  score.  In 
six  months  I  shall  make  some  changes  in  the 
list  of  employees.  When  that  time  comes  I 
will  find  a  place  for  you." 

"  There  is  nothing  I  should  like  better,  sir," 
said  Frank,  his  face  flushing  with  pleasure. 

"  I  am  satisfied  that  you  will  make  a  useful 
and  intelligent  clerk.  Until  I  want  you,  re- 
main where  you  are.  The  discipline  of  your 
present  office  will  do  you  no  harm,  but  will 
help  qualify  you  for  usefulness  and  success 
in  the  mercantile  career." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Now  I  have  something  to 
look  forward  to  I  shall  work  much  more  cheer- 
fully." 

Frank  went  back  to  the  oflSce,  and  resumed 
his  ordinary  duties.  One  day  he  was  riding 
down  Broadway  when  he  became  sensible  that 
he  had  attracted  the  attention  of  a  gentleman 
sitting  opposite.    This  led  him  to  scan  the  face 
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of  the  man  who  was  observing  him.  He  at 
once  recognized  Mr.  Haynes. 

The  car  was  not  full,  and  the  latter  came 
over  and  took  a  seat  next  to  the  telegraph- 
bo  j. 

"Isn't  your  name  Frank  Kavanagh?"  he 
asked  abruptly. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Were  you  not  for  a  short  time  In  the  em- 
ploy of  Mr.  Hartley?  " 

"Yes,"  answered  Frank,  feeling  embar- 
rassed, for  he  knew  that  he  was  suspected. 

"  I  infer  from  your  uniform  that  you  have 
left  Mr.  Hartley." 

"  Yes.'^ 

"Why  did  you  leave  him?"  asked  Haynes 
sharply. 

"  Because  he  had  no  further  occasion  for  my 
services.  Why  did  you  leave  him?"  asked 
Frank,  in  turn. 

James  Haynes  colored,  and  looked  angry. 
However,  he  answered  the  question. 

"  I  have  other  business  views,"  he  said 
briefly. 

"  So  have  V^ 

The  next  question  was  also  of  an  embarrass- 
ing character. 
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"  Were  yon  a  telegraph-boy  before  you  en- 
tered Mr.  Hartley's  employ?  " 

"  I  was/'  answered  Frank. 

"  Were  you  detailed  for  duty  there? '' 

Our  hero  thought  that  he  had  answered  ques- 
tions enough  by  this  time,  and  signified  as 
much  to  his  questioner. 

"  If  I  had  been,"  he  said,  "  I  shouldn't  be 
permitted  to  inform  a  stranger." 

"  I  have  particular  reasons  for  asking  the 
question,"  said  Haynes. 

"  Then  you  can  ask  Mr.  Hartley,  or  the  su- 
perintendent of  my  office.  Good-morning,  sir, 
I  get  out  here." 

Frank  pulled  the  strap  and  got  out.  But  he 
was  not  rid  of  his  questioner.  Haynes  got  out, 
too,  and  walked  beside  Frank. 

"  I  believe,"  he  said  sternly,  "  that  you  were 
sent  for  to  act  as  a  spy  on  me." 

"  What  makes  you  think  so? "  asked  the 
telegraph-boy,  looking  him  in  the  eye. 

"  There  was  a  difficulty  between  Mr.  H&rtley 
and  myself,  occasioned  by  a  base  and  ground- 
less charge,  concocted  by  some  enemy.  I  be- 
lieve that  you  had  something  to  do  with  this." 

"  I  have  brought  no  groundless  charge 
against  any  one,"  said  Frank. 
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*'  Did  you  make  any  report  to  Mr.  Hartley 
in  regard  to  me?  " 

"  I  must  refer  you  to  Mr.  Hartley  for  infor- 
mation," said  Frank.  "  I  have  an  errand  in 
here ; "  and  he  entered  a  store  in  the  lower  part 
of  Broadway. 

"  There  is  no  doubt  about  it,"  thought 
Haynes. 

"  That  boy  was  a  spy  upon  me.  I  have 
learned  all  I  cared  to.  I  owe  you  a  debt  of 
gratitude  for  this,  Frank  Kavanagh,  and  mean 
to  pay  the  debt." 

When  Frank  came  out  he  thought  it  possible 
that  Haynes  might  be  waiting  for  him ;  but  the 
disgraced  clerk  was  gone. 

"  I  suppose  he  would  injure  me  if  he  had  a 
chance,"  thought  the  telegraph-boy.  "  I  won't 
give  him  the  chance  if  I  can  help  it." 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

WHAT  THE  TRUNK  CONTAINED. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  an  old  trunk  be» 
longing  to  Frank's  father,  which  had  been  for- 
warded to  him  from  the  country  by  his  Uncle 
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Pelatiah.  It  may  be  mentioned  here  that  onr 
heroes  father  had  been  agent  of  a  woolen-mill 
in  a  large  manufacturing  town.  For  a  consid- 
erable number  of  years  he  had  been  in  receipt 
of  a  handsome  salary,  and  had  lived  In  good 
style,  but  still  within  his  income.  He  was  nat- 
urally supposed  to  possess  a  comfortable  prop- 
erty. 

His  death  was  sudden.  He  was  thrown  from 
a  carriage,  and,  striking  his  head  upon  the 
curbstone,  was  picked  up  senseless,  and  died 
unconscious.  Upon  examining  into  his  affairs 
his  administrator  was  unable  to  find  any  prop- 
erty beyond  what  was  needed  to  pay  the  few 
debts  he  left  behind  him.  So  it  came  about  that 
Frank  was  left  a  penniless  orphan.  His  Uncle 
Pelatiah  was  his  nearest  relative,  and  to  him 
he  was  sent.  Pelatiah  Kavanagh  was  not  a 
bad  man,  nor  was  he  intentionally  unkind ;  but 
he  was  very  close.  All  his  life  he  had  denied 
himself  to  save  money,  and  in  this  he  had  been 
ably  assisted  by  his  wife,  who  was  even  closer 
and  meaner  than  her  husband.  It  may  readily 
be  supposed  that  it  was  very  disagreeable  to 
both  husband  and  wife  to  have  a  penniless 
nephew  thrown  upon  their  care  and  protec- 
tion. 
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"  How  could  your  brother  be  so  thoughtless 
and  inconsiderate  as  to  use  up  all  his  money, 
and  leave  his  son  destitute?  Didn't  he  have 
a  handsome  income?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Pelatiah.  "  He  got  two  thou- 
sand dollars  a  year,  and  maybe  more." 

"You  don't  say  sof  ejaculated  his  wife. 
"  He'd  ought  to  have  saved  two-thirds  of  it.  I 
declare  it's  scandalous  for  a  man  to  waste  his 
substance  in  that  way." 

"  My  brother  was  alius  free  with  his  money. 
He  wasn't  so  keerful  as  you  and  I  be." 

"  I  should  think  not,  indeed.  We  don't  be- 
gin to  spend  half  as  much  as  he  did,  and  now 
he  comes  upon  us  to  support  his  child." 

"  It  don't  seem  right,"  said  Pelatiah. 

"Right?  It's  outrageous!"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  energetically.  "  I  declare  I  have  no 
patience  with  such  a  man.  It  would  only  be 
right  to  send  this  boy  Frank  to  the  poorhouse," 

"  The  neighbors  would  talk,"  protested  Pela- 
tiah, who  was  half-inclined  to  accept  his  wife's 
view,  but  was  more  sensitive  to  the  criticism 
of  the  community  in  which  he  lived. 

"Let  'em  talk!"  said  his  more  independent 
helpmate.    "  It  isn't  right  that  this  boy  should 
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use  up  the  property  that  we  have  scraped  to- 
gether for  his  cousin  Jonathan." 

"We  must  keep  him  for  a  while,  Hannah; 
but  I'll  get  rid  of  him  as  soon  as  I  can  consist- 
ently." 

With  this  Mrs.  Kavanagh  had  to  be  satis- 
fied; but,  during  her  nephew's  stay  of  two 
months  in  the  farmhouse,  she  contrived  to 
make  him  uncomfortable  by  harsh  criticisms 
of  his  dead  father,  whom  he  had  tenderly  loved. 

"  You  must  have  lived  very  extravagant,'' 
she  said,  "  or  your  father  would  have  left  a 
handsome  property." 

"  I  don't  think  we  did.  Aunt  Hannah." 

"  Your  father  kept  a  carriage — didn't  he?  " 

"  Yes ;  he  had  considerable  riding  to  do." 

"  How  much  help  did  he  keep?  " 

"  Only  one  servant  in  the  kitchen,  and  a 
stable-boy." 

"  There  was  no  need  of  a  boy.  You  could 
have  done  the  work  in  the  stable." 

"  I  was  kept  at  school." 

"  Oh,  of  course !  "  sneered  his  aunt.  "  You 
must  be  brought  up  as  a  young  gentleman. 
Our  Jonathan  never  had  any  such  chances, 
and  now  you're  living  on  him,  or  about  the 
same.     I   suppose  you  kept  an   extravagant 
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table,  too.  What  did  you  generally  have  for 
breakfast?  " 

So  Auut  Hannah  continued  her  catechising, 
mndh  to  Frank's  discomfort.  She  commented 
severely  upon  the  wastefulness  of  always  hav- 
ing pastry  for  dinner. 

"  We  can't  afford  it,"  she  said  emphatically; 
"  but  then  again  we  don't  mean  to  have  our 
Jonathan  beholden  to  anybody  in  case  your 
uncle  and  I  are  cast  off  sudden.  What  did 
you  have  for  dinner  on  Sunday?" 

"  Meat  and  pudding  and  ice-cream — that  is, 
in  warm  weather." 

"  Ice-cream !  "  ejaculated  Aunt  Hannah, 
holding  up  both  hands.  "  No  wonder  your 
father  didn't  leave  nothin'.  Why,  we  don't 
have  ice-cream  more'n  once  a  year,  and  now  we 
can't  afford  to  have  it  at  all,  since  we've  got 
another  mouth  to  feed." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  have  to  stint  yourself 
on  my  account,"  replied  Frank,  feeling  rather 
uncomfortable. 

"  I  suppose  it's  our  cross,"  said  Mrs.  Kav- 
anagh  gloomily ;  "  but  it  does  seem  hard  that 
we  can't  profit  by  our  prudence  because  of 
your  father's  wasteful  extravagance." 

Such  remarks  were  very  disagreeable  to  car 
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young  hero,  and  it  was  hard  for  him  to  hear  his 
father  so  criticised.  He  supposed  they  must 
have  lived  extravagantly,  since  it  was  so  con- 
stantly charged  by  those  about  him,  and  he 
felt  puzzled  to  account  for  his  father's  leaving 
nothing.  When,  after  two  months,  his  uncle 
and  aunt,  who  had  deliberated  upon  what  was 
best  to  be  done,  proposed  to  him  to  go  to  New 
York  and  try  to  earn  his  own  living,  he  caught 
at  the  idea.  He  knew  that  he  might  suffer 
hardships  in  the  new  life  that  awaited  him,  but 
if  he  could  support  himself  in  any  way  he 
would  escape  from  the  cruel  taunts  to  which 
he  was  now  forced  to  listen  every  day.  How 
he  reached  the  city,  and  how  he  succeeded,  my 
readers  know.  We  now  come  to  the  trunk, 
which,  some  time  after  its  reception,  Frank  set 
about  examining. 

He  found  it  was  filled  with  clothing  belong- 
ing to  his  father.  Though  a  part  were  in  good 
condition,  it  seemed  doubtful  whether  they 
would  be  of  much  service  to  him.  It  occurred 
to  him  to  examine  the  pockets  of  the  coats.  In 
one  he  found  a  common  yellow  envelope,  bear- 
ing his  father's  name.  Opening  it,  he  found, 
to  his  great  astonishment,  that  it  was  a  cer- 
tiiimte  of  railroad    stock,    setting   forth   his 
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fatlier^s  ownership  of  fifty  shares  of  the  capital 
stock  of  the  said  railway. 

Frank  was  greatly  excited  by  this  discovery. 
This,  then,  was  the  form  in  which  his  father 
had  invested  his  savings.  What  the  shares 
were  worth  he  had  no  idea;  but  he  rejoiced 
chiefly  because  now  he  could  defend  his  father 
from  the  charge  of  recklessly  spending  his  en- 
tire income,  and  saving  nothing.  He  resolved, 
as  soon  as  he  could  find  time,  to  visit  a  Wall 
Street  broker,  by  whom  he  had  occasionally 
been  employed,  and  inquire  the  value  of  the 
stock.  Two  days  afterward  the  opportunity 
came,  and  he  availed  himself  of  it  at  once. 

"  Can  you  tell  me  the  value  of  these  shares, 
Mr.  Glynn?  "  he  asked. 

"  They  are  quoted  to-day  at  one  hundred  and 
ten,"  answered  the  broker,  referring  to  a  lis^t 
of  the  day's  stock  quotations. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  each  share  is  worth  a 
hundred  and  ten  dollars?"  asked  Frank,  in 
excitement. 

"Certainly." 

"  Then  the  whole  are  worth  five  thousand 
five  hundred  dollars?  " 

"  Rather  more ;  for  the  last  semi-annual  divi- 


194  The  Telegrapn-Boy. 

dend  has  not  been  collected.  To  whom  do  they 
belong?  " 

"  They  did  belong  to  my  father.  Now  I  sup- 
pose they  are  mine." 

"  Has  your  father's  estate  been  administered 
upon?" 

"Yes;  but  these  shares  had  not  then  been 
found." 

"  Then  some  legal  steps  will  be  necessary  be- 
fore you  can  take  possession  and  dispose  of 
them.  I  will  give  you  the  address  of  a  good 
lawyer,  and  advise  you  to  consult  him  at  once." 

Frank  did  so,  and  the  lawyer  wrote  to  Uncle 
Pelatiah  to  acquaint  him  with  the  discovery. 
The  news  created  great  excitement  at  the 
farm. 

"  Why,  Frank's  a  rich  boy ! "  ejaculated 
Aunt  Hannah. 

"  And  my  brother  wasn't  so  foolishly  extrav- 
agant as  we  supposed.'' 

"  That  may  be ;  but  with  his  salary  we  could 
have  saved  more." 

"  Perhaps  we  might ;  but  these  shares  are 
worth  almost  six  thousand  dollars.  That's 
a  good  deal  of  money,  Hannah." 

"  So  it  is,  Pelatiah.  I'll  tell  you  what  we'd 
better  do." 
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"What?" 

^'  Invite  Frank  to  come  back  and  board  with 
us.  He  can  afford  to  pay  handsome  board,  and 
it  seems  better  that  the  money  should  go  to 
us  than  a  stranger." 

"  Just  so,  Hannah.  He  could  board  with  us, 
and  go  to  school." 

"  You'd  better  write  and  invite  him  to  come. 
I  alius  liked  the  boy,  and  if  we  could  have  af- 
forded it,  I'd  have  been  in  favor  of  keepin'  him 
for  nothing." 

"  So  would  I,"  said  his  uncle;  and  he  prob* 
ably  believed  it,  though  after  what  happened 
it  will  be  rather  difficult  for  the  reader  to 
credit  it. 

The  letter  was  written,  but  Frank  had  no  de- 
sire to  return  to  the  old  farm,  and  the  society 
of  his  uncle's  family. 

"  I  have  got  used  to  the  city,"  he  wrote, 
"and  have  made  a  good  many  friends  here. 
I  don't  know  yet  whether  I  shall  take  a  busi- 
ness position  or  go  to  school ;  but,  if  the  latter, 
the  schools  here  are  better  than  in  the  country. 
I  hope  to  come  and  see  you  before  long;  but, 
I  would  prefer  to  live  in  New  York." 

"  He's  gettin'  uppish,"  said  Aunt  Hannah, 
who  was  considerably  disappointed,  for  she  had 
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made  up  her  mind  just  how  much  they  could 
venture  to  charge  for  board  and  how  this 
would  increase  their  annual  savings. 

"  I  suppose  it's  natural  for  a  boy  to  prefer 
the  city,"  said  his  uncle. 

"  If  the  boy  has  a  chance  to  handle  his  money 
there  won't  be  much  of  it  left  by  the  time  he's 
twenty-one,"  said  Aunt  Hannah.  "  You  ought 
to  be  his  guardian." 

"  He  has  the  right  to  choose  his  own  guard- 
ian," said  Uncle  Pelatiah.  "  He'll  take  some 
city  man  likely." 

Frank  did,  in  fact,  select  the  lawyer,  having 
learned  that  he  was  a  man  of  high  reputation 
for  integrity.  He  offered  it  to  Mr.  Bowen ;  but 
that  gentleman,  while  congratulating  his  young 
friend  upon  his  greatly  improved  prospects, 
said  that  he  was  a  man  of  books  rather  than  of 
business,  and  would  prefer  that  some  other  per- 
son be  selected. 

The  next  thing  was  to  resign  his  place  as 
telegraph  boy. 

"  We  are  sorry  to  lose  you,"  said  the  super- 
intendent. "  You  are  one  of  our  best  boys. 
Do  you  wish  to  go  at  once?  " 

"No,  sir;  I  will  stay  till  the  end  of  the 
month." 
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^  Very  well.  We  shall  be  glad  to  have  you." 
Three  weeks  yet  remained  till  the  close  of 
the  month.  It  was  not  long,  but  before  the 
time  had  passed  Frank  found  himself  in  a  very 
unpleasant  predi^ment,  from  no  fault  of  his 
own,  but  in  consequence  of  the  enmity  of  the 
clerk  whom  he  had  been  instrumental  in  dis- 
placing. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A  PLOT  THAT  FAILED. 

No  one  rejoiced  more  sincerely  at  Frank's 
good  luck  than  Mrs.  Vivian.  Her  interest  in 
our  hero  had  increased,  and  while  at  first  she 
regarded  herself  as  his  patroness  she  had  come 
now  to  look  upon  him  as  a  member  of  the  fam- 
ily. Fred  had  already  returned,  and  Frank, 
bearing  in  mind  that  he  had  only  been  invited 
to  remain  during  his  absence,  proposed  to  find 
another  home,  but  Mrs.  Vivian  would  not  hear 
of  it. 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  Fred  needs  a  young  com- 
panion, and  I  prefer  you  to  any  one  I  know  of." 

As  Fred  was  of  his  mother^s  opinion, 
Frank  readily  agreed  to  stay.    He  occupied  a 
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room  adjoining  the  one  assigned  to  Fred,  and 
during  his  hours  of  leisure  the  two  were  con- 
stantly together. 

"  I  shall  be  glad  when  you  leave  the  tele- 
graph-office," said  Fred.  "  Then  we  can  be  to- 
gether more." 

"  You  may  get  tired  of  me." 

"  If  I  do  I  will  let  you  know." 

Two  days  afterward  Frank  was  riding  down- 
town in  a  Sixth  Avenue  car.  Until  he  had 
taken  his  seat  he  was  not  aware  that  James 
Haynes  was  a  passenger.  When  a  lady  who 
sat  between  them  got  out,  Haynes  moved  up, 
so  as  to  sit  next  to  Frank. 

"  I  see  you  are  still  in  the  telegraph  service," 
he  said. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  Frank  briefly. 

"  I  wonder  Mr.  Hartley  didn't  offer  you  a 
permanent  position  in  his  employ,"  said 
Haynes,  with  a  sneer.  "  Spies  are  useful  some- 
times." 

"  He  may  give  me  a  position  some  time,"  said 
Frank,  not  regarding  the  sneer. 

"  You  earned  it,"  said  Haynes  unpleasantly. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Frank,  knowing  that 
Haynes  would  be  provoked  by  his  appearing 
to  accept  the  compliment  in  good  faith. 
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Haynes  scowled,  but  said  no  more.  He  drew 
a  morning  paper  from  his  pocket,  and  appeared 
to  be  absorbed  in  reading  it. 

At  Canal  Street  Frank  rose  to  leave  the  car. 
He  had  not  yet  reached  the  door  when  Haynes 
sprang  to  his  feet,  followed  him  quickly,  and, 
grasping  him  by  the  arm,  said,  "  Not  so  fast, 
young  man !    Give  me  back  my  pocketbook." 

Frank  was  struck  with  amazement. 

"What  do  you  mean?''  he  asked  indig- 
nantly. 

"  I  mean  that  you  have  relieved  me  of  my 
pocket-book.  Gentlemen,"  turning  to  his  fel- 
low-passengers, "  I  demand  that  this  boy  be 
searched." 

"  You  can  search  me  if  you  like,"  said  Frank. 
"  You  know  very  well  that  your  accusation  is 
false." 

"  I  shall  be  satisfied  if  you  produce  what  is 
in  your  pockets." 

"  That's  fair,"  said  a  passenger. 

Our  hero  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket. 
To  his  dismay  he  drew  out  a  Russian  leather 
pocketbook,  of  which  he  knew  nothing. 

"  That  is  my  pocketbook,  gentlemen,"  said 
Haynes  triumphantly.  "  I  can  tell  you  exactly 
what  is  in  it.    You  will  find  two  five-dollar 
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bills,  a  two,  and  a  one.  Be  kind  enough  to  ex- 
amine it,  sir/' 

The  pocketbook  was  examined,  and,  of 
course,  Haynes  was  correct. 

Suspicious  glances  were  directed  at  poor 
Frank.  Innocent  as  he  was,  he  was  so  over- 
whelmed by  the  suddenness  of  the  charge,  and 
the  apparent  proof  of  it,  that  he  looked  con- 
fused and  embarrassed. 

"  You  are  beginning  early,  my  boy,"  said  a 
tall  gentleman,  in  a  white  cravat — a  clergy- 
man. "  It  is  well  that  you  are  checked  in  the 
beginning  of  a  guilty  career." 

"  Sir,"  said  Frank,  "  I  am  as  innocent  as  you 
are.  This  man  is  my  enemy,  and  he  must  have 
put  the  pocketbook  in  my  pocket.  He  threat- 
ened some  time  since  to  get  me  into  a  scrape." 

"  That  story  is  rather  too  thin,''  said  Haynes, 
looking  around  him  with  a  sneer.  "  You  won't 
find  any  one  here  quite  verdant  enough  to  be- 
lieve it." 

"  There  you  are  mistaken,"  said  a  gentleman 
who  was  seated  directly  opposite  to  Haynes 
and  Frank.    ''  I  believe  it." 

Haynes  scowled  at  him  malignantly. 

"  I  really  don't  think  it  very  impor^tant  what 
you  believe,  sir.    The  boy  is  evidently  a  pro 
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fessional  thief,  and  jou  may  belong  to  the  same 
gang  for  aught  I  know.  I  propose  to  give  him 
in  charge  to  the  next  policeman  we  meet." 

"  Do  so,"  said  the  stranger  coolly.  "  I  shall 
be  present  at  his  trial  and  offer  some  impor- 
tant testimony." 

"  Indeed !  "  said  Haynes  uneasily.  "  May  I 
ask  what  it  Is?" 

"  Certainly.  /  saw  you  thrust  the  wallet 
into  the  hoy's  pocket!  Of  that  I  am  willing  to 
make  oath." 

James  Haynes  turned  pale.  There  was  a 
sudden  change  in  public  opinion.  It  was  he 
who  now  had  become  an  object  of  suspicion. 

"  Young  man,"  said  the  clergyman  solemnly, 
"  what  could  have  induced  you  to  enter  into 
such  a  wicked  conspiracy  against  the  poor 
boy?" 

"  Mind  your  own  business ! "  said  Haynes 
rudely.    "  It  is  a  lie." 

"  It  is  the  truth,"  said  the  volunteer  witness 
calmly. 

Here  a  policeman  became  visible  from  the 
car-window,  leisurely  walking  his  beat  on  the 
western  sidewalk. 

"There's  a  policeman,"  »aid  Frank's  new 
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friend.  "  Call  him,  and  have  the  boy  ar- 
rested." 

He  would  be  cleared  by  false  testimony," 
said  Haynes  suddenly.  "  I  have  my  money 
back,  and  will  let  him  go." 

"  Then,"  said  the  stranger,  rising,  and  dis- 
playing the  badge  of  a  detective,  "  I  shall  ar- 
rest you  on  a  charge  of  conspiracy." 

Haynes  was  fairly  caught  in  his  own  trap. 

"  This  is  a  put-up  job,  gentlemen,"  he  said. 
"  Am  I  to  be  robbed  first,  and  arrested  after- 
ward for  exposing  the  thief?  " 

He  looked  about  him  appealingly;  but  in 
vain.  Public  sentiment  was  wholly  against 
him  now. 

"  Oh,  you  ould  villain ! "  said  a  stout  Irish 
woman,  "  to  try  to  ruin  the  poor  bye.  Hang- 
in's  too  good  for  you." 

This  was  rather  an  extreme  sentiment ;  but 
Haynes  saw  that  he  was  in  peril.  He  gave  an 
unexpected  spring,  and,  reaching  the  platform, 
sprang  out,  running  up  a  side  street. 

"  Do  you  know  him?  "  asked  the  detective  of 
Frank. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  How  do  you  account  for  his  hostility  to 
you?" 
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Frank  briefly  recounted  the  story  already 
known  to  the  reader. 

"  He  can  easily  be  found  then." 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  arresit  him,  sir,''  said 
Frank.  "  He  has  been  pretty  well  punished 
already,  and  I  don't  think  he  will  trouble  me 
again." 

"  If  he  does,  send  for  me,"  and  the  detective 
handed  Frank  his  card  and  address. 

"  It  is  fortunate  for  me,"  said  the  telegraph- 
boy,  "  that  you  saw  him  put  the  money  in  my 
pocket." 

"  You  would  have  experienced  some  incon- 
venience ;  6ut  the  story  you  have  told  me  would 
have  cleared  you  with  a  jury." 

*^  My  young  friend,"  said  the  clergyman,  "  I 
owe  you  an  apology.  I  too  hastily  assumed 
that  you  were  guilty." 

"  It  looked  like  it,  sir.  You  were  quite  justi- 
fied in  what  you  said.  Mr.  Haynes  did  not  ap- 
pear to  relish  your  remarks  to  him,"  added 
Frank,  laughing. 

"  His  crime  was  greater  and  meaner  than 
the  one  charged  upon  you.  To  steal  is  cer- 
tainly a  grave  offence — ^yet  sometimes  it  is 
prompted  by  necessity;  but  a  deliberate  at- 
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tempt  to  fasten  a  false  cliarge  upon  a  fellow 
creature  is  vastly  more  atrocious." 

"  So  it  is,  sir,"  said  the  old  Irish  woman, 
nodding  assent  vigorously.  "  I  quite  agree  wid 
your  honor.    It  is  owtracious." 

The  passengers  smiled  at  the  old  woman's 
mistake ;  but  it  was  clear  that  they  agreed  with 
her  in  sentiment. 

Meanwhile,  the  car  had  been  speeding  along, 
and  was  near  its  terminus.  Frank  bethought 
himself  that  he  had  been  carried  considerably 
beyond  his  destination. 

He  pulled  the  bell,  and,  as  he  got  out,  he 
said,  "  Thank  you  all  for  taking  my  part." 

"  We  don't  quite  deserve  that,"  said  one  of 
the  passengers,  after  Frank  had  left  the  car. 
"  I  was  at  first  of  opinion  that  the  boy  was 
guilty." 

"  We  have  been  saved  from  doing  a  great 
injustice,"  said  the  clergyman.  "  It  should  be 
a  lesson  to  all  of  us  not  to  be  too  hasty  in  our 
judgments." 

James  Haynes  in  his  hurried  exit  from  the 
car  fully  believed  that  he  would  be  pursued 
and  arrested.  He  was  relieved  to  find  his  fears 
groundless.  But  he  was  disappointed  at  the 
failure  of  his  scheme.    He  had  carefully  pre- 
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pared  it,  and  for  several  days  had  been  in 
readiness  to  carry  it  into  execution  whenever 
lie  should  meet  Frank.  This  morning  had 
brought  the  opportunity;  but  it  had  miscar- 
ried. 

"  But  for  that  cursed  detective  I  would  have 
carried  the  thing  through/'  he  muttered.  "  He 
spoiled  all.    I  hate  that  boy !  " 

But,  though  revengeful,  Haynes  was  pru- 
dent. He  gave  up  the  thought  of  injuring 
Frank  because  he  saw  that  it  would  be  danger- 
ous to  himself.  He  did  not  remain  long  in 
New  York,  but  soon  joined  his  confederate  in 
Hartford. 


CHAPTJ]R  XXVII. 

FRANK  A  GOOD  SAMARITAN. 

The  close  of  the  month  came,  and  Frank 
laid  aside  his  uniform.  He  was  a  telegraph- 
boy  no  more. 

The  superintendent  shook  hands  with  him 
cordially,  and  bade  him  good-by. 

"  Come  and  see  us  sometimes/'  he  said.  "  I 
wish  you  all  success.    Your  services  have  been 
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very  satisfactory,  and  you  have  gained  an  ex- 
cellent reputation.'' 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Frank.  "  I  have 
tried  to  do  my  duty.    Good-by,  boys !  " 

He  shook  hands  with  all  his  young  com- 
rades, with  whom  he  was  very  popular.  They 
knew  of  his  good  fortune,  and  were  disposed 
to  regard  him  as  very  rich.  Six  thousand  dol- 
lars in  a  boy's  eyes  is  a  fortune. 

"  Now  you're  rich,  Frank,  I  suppose  you 
won't  notice  the  likes  of  us,"  said  Johnny 
O'Connor. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  think  as  badly  of  me  as 
that,  Johnny,"  said  Frank  earnestly.  "  I  am 
not  rich ;  but  even  if  I  were,  I  should  always 
be  glad  to  meet  any  of  you.  If  I  am  ever  able 
to  do  a  favor  for  any  of  you  I  will." 

"  I  believe  you,  Frank,"  said  Johnny.  "  You 
was  always  a  good  feller." 

"  Where's  Tom  Brady  ?  "  asked  Frank,  look- 
ing about  him.    "  Is  he  out  on  an  errand?  " 

"  Tom's  sick,"  said  the  superintendent. 
^^  He's  got  a  fever." 

"  It's  bad  for  him,"  said  Johnny,  "  for  his 
mdther  and  sister  depended  on  Tom's  wages. 
Poor  Tom  felt  bad  because  he  had  to  give  up 
work." 
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"Where  does  he  live?"  asked  Frank,  with 
quick  sympathy. 

"  No. — East  Fourteenth  Street,"  answered 
Johnny.  "  I  know,  because  I  live  in  the  same 
block." 

"  I'll  go  and  see  him." 

Frank's  heart  was  not  hardened  by  his  own 
prosperity.  He  knew  what  it  was  to  be  poor, 
and  could  enter  into  the  feelings  of  the  unfor- 
tunate telegraph-boy. 

Half  an  hour  found  him  in  front  of  a  large 
tenement-house,  in  front  of  which  were  play- 
ing children  of  all  ages,  most  of  them  showing 
in  their  faces  that  unhealthy  pallor  which  so 
generally  marks  a  tenement-house  population. 

"  Do  you  know  where  Mrs.  Brady  lives?  " 
asked  Frank  of  a  girl  of  twelve. 

"  Which  Brady  is  it? "  asked  the  girl. 
"  There's  three  lives  here." 

"  It's  Tom  Brady's  mother,"  answered  our 
hero. 

"  Is  it  Tom,  the  telegraph-boy?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I'll  show  you,  then.  Tom's  been  sick  for 
some  time." 

"  I  know  it.    I  have  come  to  see  him." 

*^  Do  you  know  Tom? "  asked  the  girl,  in 
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some  surprise ;  for  Frank,  having  laid  aside  his 
uniform,  was  handsomely  dressed,  and  looked 
like  the  son  of  a  rich  man. 

"  Yes,  Tom  is  a  friend  of  mine.  I  am  sorry 
he's  sick.'^ 

Up  two  flights  of  rickety  stairs  Frank  fol- 
lowed the  girl,  who  halted  before  a  door. 

"  That's  the  place,"  said  his  young  guide, 
and  disappeared  down  the  stairs,  sliding  down 
the  banisters.  Young  ladies  in  the  best  society 
do  not  often  indulge  in  this  amusement,  but 
Mary  Murphy  knew  little  of  etiquette  or  con- 
ventionality. 

In  answer  to  Frank's  knock,  the  door  was 
opened  by  Mrs.  Brady,  a  poorly  clad  and  care- 
worn woman. 

"  What  is  your  wish,  young  gentleman? " 
she  said. 

"  I've  come  to  see  Tom.    How  is  he?  " 

"  Do  you  know  my  Tom? "  asked  Mrs* 
Brady,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes;  is  he  very  sick?  " 

"  The  poor  boy  has  got  a  fever." 

"  Can  I  see  him?'^ 

"  If  you'll  come  into  such  a  poor  place,  sir. 
We're  very  poor,  and  now  that  Tom's  wages  is 
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stopped  I  don't  know  how  we'll  get  along  at 
all.'' 

"  Better  than  you  think,  perhaps,  Mrs. 
Brady,"  said  Frank  cheerfully.  "  Why,  Tom, 
what  made  you  get  sick?  " 

He  had  entered  the  room,  and  reached  the 
bed  on  which  the  sick  boy  was  lying. 

Tom  looked  up  in  surprise  and  pleasure. 

"It  is  you,  Frank?"  he  said.  "I'm  glad 
you've  come  to  see  me.  But  how  did  you  find 
me  out?  "  . 

"  Johnny  O'Connor  told  me  where  you  lived. 
How  long  have  you  been  sick?  " 

"  Three  days.  It's  rough  on  a  poor  boy  like 
me.  I  ought  to  be  earning  money  for  my 
mother." 

"  We'll  miss  Tom's  wages  badly,"  said  Mrs. 
Brady ;  "  I  can't  earn  much  myself,  and  there's 
three  of  us  to  feed,  let  alone  the  rint." 

"  How  did  you  get  off,  Frank?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  I've  left  the  office." 

"Was  this  young  gentleman  a  telegraph- 
boy?  "  asked  Mrs.  Brady,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes,"  said  Tom ;  "  but  he's  come  into  a 
fortune,  and  now  he  won't  have  to  work." 

"  I'm  sure  I'm  glad  of  his  good  luck,  and  it's 
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a  great  condescinsion  for  a  rich  young  gentle- 
man to  come  and  see  my  Tom." 

"  I  have  come  into  some  money,  but  not  a 
fortune,  Mrs.  Brady,"  said  Frank ;  "  but  it 
does  not  make  me  any  better  than  when  I  was 
a  poor  telegraph-boy." 

Evidently  Mrs.  Brady  was  not  of  this  opin- 
ion, for  she  carefully  dusted  with  her  apron 
the  best  chair  in  the  room,  and  insisted  on 
Frank's  seating  himself  in  it. 

"  Have  you  had  a  doctor,  Mrs.  Brady? " 
asked  Frank. 

"  Yes." 

"  What  does  he  say?  " 

"He  says  that  Tom  will  be  sick  for  three  op 
four  weeks,  and  I  don't  know  what  we'll  do 
without  his  wages  all  that  time." 

"  That's  what  troubles  me,"  said  Tom.  "  I 
wouldn't  mind  it  so  much  if  I'd  get  my  pay 
reg'lar  while  I'm  sick." 

"  Then  you  needn't  be  troubed,  Tom,"  said 
Frank  promptly,  "  for  you  shall  get  it  regu- 
larly." 

"  They  won't  give  it  to  me,"  said  Tom  in- 
credulously. 

"  They  won't,  but  I  will." 

"  Do  you  mean  it,  Frank?  '* 
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"  Certainly  I  do.  I  will  give  you  a  week's 
pay  this  morning,  and  I  will  call  every  week, 
and  pay  you  the  same." 

"  Do  you  hear  that,  mother?  "  said  Tom  joy- 
fully. 

"  God  bless  you,  young  gentleman,  for  your 
kindness  to  us ! "  said  Mrs.  Brady  gratefully. 

''  Oh,  it  isn't  much,"  said  Frank ;  "  I  can 
spare  it  well  enough.  I  have  had  such  good 
luck  myself  that  I  ought  to  do  something  for 
those  who  need  it," 

"  You're  a  good  feller,  Frank,"  said  Tom 
warmly.  "  I'll  get  w^ell  quick  now.  If  you 
ever  want  anybody  to  fight  for  you,  just  call 
on  Tom  Brady." 

"  I  generally  do  my  own  fighting,  Tom,"  said 
Frank,  laughing,  *^  but  Pll  remember  your 
offer.  When  you  are  well,  you  must  come  and 
spend  an  evening  with  me." 

"I'm  sure  he'll  be  proud  to  do  the  same,'^ 
said  Mrs.  Brady. 

"  I  must  bid  you  good-by,  now,  Tom.  Keep 
a  ^  stiff  upper  lip,'  and  don't  be  down-hearted. 
We  must  all  be  sick  sometimes,  you  know,  and 
you'll  soon  be  well." 

"  I  won't  be  down-hearted  now,"  said  Tom, 
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"  with  my  wages  comin'  in  reg'lar.  Kemember 
me  to  the  boys,  Frank/' 

"  I  will,  Tom/^ 

When  Frank  reached  home  he  found  a  large 
over-grown  boy,  with  big  red  hands,  and 
clothes  of  rural  cut,  who  apparently  did  not 
know  what  to  do  with  his  legs  and  arms,  wait- 
ing to  see  him. 

It  was  his  cousin  Jonathan. 


CHAPTER  XXVIIL 

A  COUNTRY  COUSIN. 

Jonathan  was  a  loose- jointed,  heavily 
built,  and  awkward  boy  of  seventeen,  bear- 
ing not  the  slightest  resemblance  to  his  cousin 
Frank.  Still,  he  was  a  relation,  and  our  hero 
was  glad  to  see  him. 

"  How  are  you  Jonathan? "  said  Frank 
cordially.  "  I  wasn't  expecting  to  see  you. 
Are  all  well  at  home?  " 

"  They're  pooty  smart,''  answered  Jonathan. 
*'  I  thought  I'd  come  down  and  look  around  a 
little." 
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"  I  shall  be  glad  to  show  you  round.  Where 
would  you  like  to  go? — to  Central  Park?  " 

"  I  don't  care  much  about  it,"  said  the  coun- 
try cousin.  "  It's  only  a  big  pasture,  dad  says. 
I'd  rather  go  round  the  streets.  Is  there  any 
place  where  I  can  buy  a  few  doughnuts?  I  feel 
kinder  empty." 

"  Do  you  prefer  doughnuts  to  anything 
else?  "  asked  Frank,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  hear  they're  cheap — only  a  cent  apiece,'^ 
answered  Jonathan,  "  and  I  calc'late  five  or 
six  will  be  enough  to  fill  me  up." 

"  You  needn't  mind  the  expense,  cousin ;  I 
shall  pay  for  your  dinner." 

Jonathan's  heavy  face  lighted  up  with  sat- 
isfaction. 

"  I  don't  care  if  you  do,"  he  said.  "  I  hear 
you've  got  a  lot  of  money  now,  Frank." 

"  I  shall  have  enough  to  make  me  comfort- 
able, and  start  me  in  business." 

"  I  wish  I  had  as  much  money  as  you,"  said 
Jonathan  longingly. 

"You  are  all  right.  Some  time  you  will 
have  more  than  I." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that.  Dad  keeps  me 
awful  close." 

"  You  have  all  you  want,  don't  you?  " 
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"  I've  got  some  money  in  the  bank,"  said 
Jonathan,  "  but  I'd  like  to  put  in  more.  I 
never  thought  you'd  have  more  money  than  I." 

"  You  used  to  tell  me  I  ought  to  go  to  the 
poor-house,"  said  Frank,  smiling. 

"  That's  because  you  was  livin'  on  dad,  you 
know,"  explained  Jonathan.  "  It  wasn't  fair 
to  me,  because  he  wouldn't  have  so  much  to 
leave  me." 

In  the  country  Frank  had  not  found  much 
satisfaction  in  the  company  of  his  cousin,  who 
inherited  the  combined  meanness  of  both  par- 
ents, and  appeared  to  grudge  poor  Frank  every 
mouthful  he  ate;  but  in  the  sunshine  of  his 
present  prosperity  he  was  disposed  to  forgive 
and  forget. 

Frank  led  the  way  to  a  restaurant  not  far 
away,  where  he  allowed  his  cousin  to  order  an 
ample  dinner,  which  he  did  without  scruple, 
since  he  was  not  to  pay  for  it. 

"  It  costs  a  sight  to  live  in  the  city,"  he  said, 
as  he  looked  over  the  bill  of  fare. 

"  It  costs  something  in  the  country,  too, 
Jonathan." 

^^  I  wish  you'd  come  and  board  with  dad. 
He'd  take  you  for  five  dollars  a  week,  and  it 
will  cost  you  more  in  New  York." 
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'*  Yes,  it  will  cost  me  more  here.'' 

"Then  you'll  come,  won't  you?  You'll  be 
company  for  me." 

Frank  doubted  whether  Jonathan  would  be 
much  company  for  him. 

"  You  didn't  use  to  think  so,  Jonathan." 

"You  couldn't  pay  your  board,  then." 

"  Now  that  I  can  I  prefer  to  remain  in  the 
city.  I  mean  to  go  to  school,  and  get  a  good 
education." 

"  How  much  do  you  have  to  pay  for  board 
here?  " 

"  I  can't  tell  what  I  shall  have  to  pay.  At 
present  I  am  staying  with  friends,  and  pay 
nothing." 

"  Do  you  think  they'd  take  me  for  a  week  the 
same  way?"  asked  Jonathan  eagerly.  "I'd 
like  to  stay  a  week  first-rate  if  it  didn't  cost 
nothing." 

"  I  shouldn't  like  to  ask  them ;  but  some  time 
I  will  invite  you  to  eome  and  pay  me  a  visit  of 
a  week ;  it  shall  not  cost  you  anything." 

"  You're  a  real  good  feller,  Frank,"  said 
Jonathan,  highly  pleased  by  the  invitation. 
I'll  eome  any  time  you  send  for  me.  It's  pretty 
high  payin'  on  the  railroad,  but  I  guess  I  can 
come." 
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Frank  understood  the  hint,  but  did  not  feel 
called  upon  to  pay  his  cousin^s  railway  fare  in 
addition  to  his  week's  board. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that?  "  asked  Jona- 
than presently,  displaying  a  huge  ring  on  one 
of  his  red  fingers. 

"  Is  that  something  you  have  bought  in  the 
city?"  asked  Frank. 

"  Yes,"  answered  his  cousin  complacently. 
"  I  got  it  at  a  bargain." 

"  Did  you  buy  it  in  a  jewelry-store?  " 

"No;  I'll  tell  you  how  it  was.  I  was  goin^ 
along  the  street,  when  I  saw  a  well-dressed 
feller,  who  looked  kinder  anxious.  He  come 
up  to  me,  and  he  said,  '  Do  you  know  any  one 
who  wants  to  buy  a  splendid  gold  ring  cheap?  ' 
Then  he  told  me  he  needed  some  money  right 
off  to  buy  vittles  for  his  family,  bein'  out  of 
work  for  a  month.  He  said  the  ring  cost  him 
fifteen  dollars,  and  he'd  sell  it  for  three.  I 
wasn't  goin'  to  pay  no  such  price,  and  I  finally 
beat  him  down  to  a  dollar,"  said  Jonathan, 
chuckling.  "  I  guess  that's  doing  pretty  well 
for  one  day.  He  said  any  jeweler  would  pay 
the  six  or  seven  dollars  for  it." 

"  Then  why  didn't  he  sell  it  to  a  jeweler  him- 
self, instead  of  giving  it  to  you  for  a  dollar?" 
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^I  never  thought  of  that,"  said  Jonathan, 
looking'  puzzled. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  not  so  good  a  bargain  as 
you  supposed/'  said  Frank. 

Great  drops  of  perspiration  came  out  on 
Jonathan's  brow. 

"You  don't  think  it's  brass,  do  you?''  he 
gasped. 

"  Here  is  a  jewelry  store.  We  can  go  in  and 
inquire." 

They  entered  the  store,  and  Frank,  calling 
attention  to  the  ring,  inquired  its  probable 
value. 

"  It  might  be  worth  about  three  cents,"  said 
<the  jeweler,  laughing.  "  I  hope  you  didn't  give 
much  more  for  it." 

"  I  gave  a  dollar,"  said  Jonathan,  in  a  voice 
which  betrayed  his  anguish. 

"  Of  whom  did  you  buy  it?  " 

"  Of  a  man  in  the  street." 

"  Served  you  right,  then.  You  should  have 
gone  to  a  regular  jewelry-store." 

"  The  man  said  it  cost  him  fifteen  dollars," 
said  Jonathan  sadly. 

"  I  dare  say.  He  was  a  professional  swin- 
dler, no  doubt." 
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"  I'd  like  to  give  him  a  lickinV  said  JoBa- 
than  wrathfully,  as  they  left  the  store. 

"What  would  you  do  if  you  was  me?"  he 
asked  Frank. 

"  Throw  it  away." 

"  I  wouldn't  do  that.  Maybe  I  can  sell  it  up 
in  the  country,"  he  said,  his  face  brightening 
up. 

"  For  how  much?  " 

"  For  what  I  gave." 

"  But  that  would  be  swindling." 

"  No,  it  wouldn't.  I  have  a  right  to  ask  as 
much  as  I  gave.  It's  real  handsome  if  it  is 
brass." 

"  I  don't  think  that  would  be  quite  honest, 
Jonathan." 

"  You  wouldn't  have  me  lose  the  dollar, 
would  you?    That  would  be  smart." 

"  I  would  rather  be  honest  than  be  smart." 

Jonathan  dropped  the  subject,  but  even- 
tually he  sold  the  ring  at  home  for  a  dollar  and 
a  quarter. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

WORKING   HIS   WAY   UPWARD. 

After  he  had  accompanied  his  cousin  to  the 
depot,  where  he  took  the  cars  for  home,  Frank 
met  Victor  Dupont,  on  Madison  Avenue. 

"  Where's  your  uniform?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  have  taken  it  off." 

"  Ain't  you  telegraph-boy  any  longer?  " 

"  No,  I  have  left  the  office/' 

"  They  turned  you  off,  I  suppose,"  said  Vic- 
tor, with  a  sneer. 

"  They  would  like  to  have  had  me  stay 
longer,"  said  Frank,  with  a  smile. 

Victor  shrugged  his  shoulders  incredulously. 

"  Are  you  going  back  to  your  old  business  of 
selling  papers?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  think  not." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  for  a  living?  " 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  inter- 
est in  my  affairs,  Victor ;  I  don't  mean  to  go  to 
work  at  all  at  present — I  am  going  to  school." 
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"  How  are  you  going  to  pay  your  expenses, 
then?"  asked  Victor,  in  surprise. 

"  I  have  had  some  money  left  me." 

"  Is  that  so?    How  much?  " 

"  Some  thousands  of  dollars — enough  to 
support  me  while  I  am  getting  an  educa- 
tion." 

"Who  left  it  to  you?" 

"  My  father  left  it,  but  I  have  only  just  re- 
ceived it." 

"  You  are  awfully  lucky,"  said  Victor,  evi- 
dently annoyed.  "  Are  you  going  to  live  with 
the  Vivians?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  I  shouldn't  think  you  would.  It  would  be 
imposing  upon  them." 

"  Thank  you  for  your  kind  advice.  Won't 
you  take  me  to  board  at  your  house?" 

"  We  don't  take  boarders,"  said  Victor 
haughtily. 

It  so  happened  that  Frank  entered  himself 
as  a  scholar  at  the  school  where  Victor  was  a 
student,  and  was  put  in  the  same  class.  Frank 
at  once  took  a  higher  place,  and  in  time  gradu- 
ated with  the  highest  honors,  while  Victor 
came  out  nearly  at  the  foot. 

Frank  did  remain  with  the  Vivians;  they 
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woald  aot  hear  of  his  leaving  them,  nor  would 
they  permit  him  to  pay  any  board. 

"  You  are  a  companion  for  Fred/'  said  Mrs. 
Vivian,  ^'  and  you  exert  a  good  influence  over 
him.  Having  your  company,  he  does  not  wish 
to  seek  society  outside.  You  must  let  me  look 
upon  you  as  one  of  my  boys,  and  accept  a  home 
with  us." 

Against  this  Frank  could  urge  no  objection. 
He  was  offered  a  home  far  more  attractive 
than  a  boarding-house,  which  his  presence 
made  more  social  and  attractive.  Having  no 
board  to  provide  for,  the  income  of  his  little 
property  was  abundant  to  supply  his  other 
wants,  and,  when  he  left  school,  it  was  unim- 
paired. 

Ht  was  a  serious  question  with  our  hero 
whether  he  would  continue  his  studies  through 
a  collegiate  course.  He  finally  decided  in  the 
negative  and  accepted  a  good  position  in 
the  mercantile  establishment  of  Mr.  Hartley. 
Here  he  displayed  such  intelligence  and  apti- 
tude for  business  that  he  rose  rapidly,  and  in 
time  acquired  an  interest  in  the  firm,  and  will 
in  time  obtain  a  junior  partnership.  It  must 
not  be  supposed  that  all  this  came  without 
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hard  work.  It  had  always  been  Frank's  cus- 
tom to  discharge  to  the  utmost  of  his  ability 
the  duties  of  any  position  in  which  he  was 
placed.  To  this  special  trait  of  our  hero,  most 
of  his  success  was  owing. 

Our  hero  had  the  satisfaction  of  giving  a 
place  to  his  companion  in  the  telegraph-office, 
Tom  Brady,  who  was  in  time  able  to  earn  such 
a  salary  as  raised  his  mother  and  sister  above 
want.  Frank  did  not  forget  his  old  street  com- 
rade, Dick  Rafferty,  but  gave  him  a  position 
as  porter,  Dick's  education  not  being  sufficient 
to  qualify  him  for  a  clerkship.  He  even  sought 
out  old  Mills,  the  blind  man,  to  whom  he  had 
small  reason  to  feel  grateful;  but  found  that 
the  old  man  had  suddenly  died,  leaving  behind 
him,  to  the  surprise  of  every  one  who  knew 
him,  several  hundred  dollars  in  gold  and 
silver,  which  were  claimed  by  a  sister  of  the 
deceased,  to  whom  they  were  most  accept- 
able. 

Here  end  the  experiences  of  the  Telegraph- 
boy.  He  has  been  favored  above  most  of  his 
class;  but  the  qualities  which  helped  him 
achieve  success  are  within  the  reach  of  all. 
Among  the  busy  little  messengers  who  flit 
about  the  city,  in  all  directions,  there  are  some. 
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no  doubt,  who  will  in  years  to  <come  command  a 
success  and  prosperity  as  great  as  our  hero 
has  attained.  In  a  republic  like  our  own,  the 
boy  who  begins  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder 
may  in  time  reach  the  highest  round. 


THE  END. 
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The  Boy  Scouts  on  the  Range. 

Connected  with  the  dwellings  of  the  van- 
ished race  of  cliff-dwellers  was  a  mystery.  Who 
so  fit  to  solve  it  as  a  band  of  adventurous  Boy 
Scouts?  The  solving  of  the  secret  and  the  routing 
of  a  bold  band  of  cattle  thieves  involved  Rob 
Blake  and  his  chums,  including  "Tubby"  Hop- 
kins, in  grave  difficulties. 

There  are  few  boys  who  have  not  read  of 
the  weird  snake  dance  and  other  tribal  rites  of 
Moquis.  In  this  volume,  the  habits  of  these  fast 
vanishing  Indians  are  explained  in  interesting 
detail.  Few  boys'  books  hold  more  thrilling 
chapters  than  those  concerning  Rob's  captivity 
among  the  Moquis. 

Through  the  fascinating  pages  of  the  nar- 
rative also  stalks,  like  a  grim  figure  of  impending 
tragedy,  the  shaggy  form  of  Silver  Tip,  the  giant 
grizzly.  In  modern  juvenile  writing,  there  is 
little  to  be  found  as  gripping  as  the  scene  in 
which  Rob  and  Silver  Tip  meet  face  to  facei 
The  boy  is  weaponless  and, — but  it  would  not 
be  fair  to  divulge  the  termination  of  the  battle. 
A  book  which  all  Boy  Scouts  should  secure  and 
place  upon  their  shelves  to  be  read  and  re-read. 


Sold  by  Booksellers  Everywhere. 

Burst  &  Co.,      Publishers      New  York 
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Stories  of  Skill  and  Ini^enuity 

By  RICHARD   BONNER 
Cloth  Bound.    Illustrated.    Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid! 


THE  eOY  EM¥ENTORS' 


THE  BO^ 
INVENTO) 
WIRELl 

TRIU] 


Blest  with  natural  curiosity, — 
sometimes  called  the  instinct  of  in- 
vestigation,— favored  with  golden 
opportunity,  and  gifted  with  crea- 
tive ability,  the  Boy  Inventors 
meet  emergencies  and  contrive 
mechanical  wonders  that  interest 
and  convince  the  reader  because 
they  always  "work"  when  put  to 
the  test. 


THE  eOY  INVENTORS'  VANISHING  GUM. 

A  thought,  a  belief,  an  experiment;  discouragement, 
hope,  effort  and  final  success — this  is  the  history  of  many 
an  invention;  a  history  in  which  excitement,  competition, 
danger,  despair  and  persistence  figure.  This  merely  sug- 
gests the  circumstances  which  draw  the  daring  Boy  In- 
ventors into  strange  experiences  and  startling  adventures, 
and  which  demonstrate  the  practical  use  of  their  vanish- 
ing gun. 

THE  BOY  INVENTORS'  DEViNO  TORPEDO  BOAT. 

As  in  the  previous  stories  of  the  Boy  Inventors,  new 
and  interesting  triumphs  of  mechanism  are  produced 
which  become  immediately  valuable,  and  the  stage  for 
.their  proving  and  testing  is  again  the  water.  On  the 
surface  and  below  it,  the  boys  have  jolly,  contagious  fun, 
and  the  story  of  their  serious,  purposeful  inventions 
challenge  the  readers  deepest  attention. 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
HUEST  &  COMPANY   -    Publishers   -    NEW  YORK 
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Tales  0f  the  New  Navy 

By  CAPT.  WILBUR  LAWTON 

Author  of  "BOY  AVIATORS  SERIES." 

Cloth  Bound.   Ulustrated.   Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 


THE    BREi 

ON  BATTLE  PfSAGTiCE. 
Especially  interesting  and  timely 
IS  this  book  which  introduces  the 
reader  with  its  heroes,  Ned  and  Herc^ 
to  the  great  ships  of  modem  warfare 
and  to  the  intimate  life  and  surprising 
adventures  of  Uncle  Sam's  sailors. 

THE  DREAPNOlfOHT  BOYS 
AeOAHD  A  DESTROYER. 

In  this  story  real  dangers  threaten 
and  the  boys'  patriotism  is  tested  in 
a  peculiar   international   tangle.     The   scene  is   laid  on  the 
South  American  coast. 

THE  SOEASi^eSIOHT  SOYS  01^  A  SOBrifZAEa^E. 
To  the  inventive  genius—trade-school  boy  or   mechanic — 
this  story  has  special  charm,  perhaps,  but  to  every  reader  its 
mystery  and  clever  action  are  fascinating. 

THE  DeEADiVHIflGHT  BOYS  ON  AERO  SEEIVSCE. 
Among  the  volunteers  accepted  for  Areo  Service  are  Ned 
and  Here.  Their  perilous  adventures  are  not  confined  to  the 
air,  however,  although  they  make  daring  and  notable  flights 
in  the  name  of  the  Government;  nor  are  they  always  able 
to  fly  beyond  the  reach  of  their  old  "enemies,"  who  are  also 
airmen. 

Any  ▼olume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
HTTEST  &  COMPANY    .    Publishers    -    NEW  YORE 
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Twentieth  Cmntury  Athletic  Stories 

By  MATHEW  M.  COLTON. 
dloth  Bound.  Illustrated.  Price,  60c.  per  vol.,  postpaidi 


VACATION. 

How  Frank's  summer  experi- 
ence with  his  boy  friends  make' 
him  into  a  sturdy  young  athlete 
through  swimming,  boating,  and 
baseball  contests,  and  a  tramp 
through  the  Everglades,  is  the 
subject  of  this  splendid  story. 


AT  QUEENS. 

We  find  among  the  jolly  boys 
at  Queen's  School,  Frank,  the  student-athlete,  Jimmy,  the 
baseball  enthusiast,  and  Lewis,  the  unconsciously-funny 
youth  who  furnishes  comedy  for  every  page  that  bears 
his  name.  Fall  and  winter  sports  between  intensely  rival 
school  teams  are  expertly  described. 

FBAPW  Aur^STedf^d'S  seco^o  TEnm» 

The  gymnasium,  the  track  and  the  field  make  the  Sack- 
ground  for  the  stirring  events  of  this  volume,  in  which 
David,  Jimmy,  Lewis,  the  "Wee  One"  and  the  "Codfish" 
figure,  while  Frank  "saves  the  day.'* 


With  the  same  persistent  determiitation  that^  won  him 
success  in  swimming,  running  and  baseball  playing,  Frank 
Armstrong  acquired  the  art  of  "drop  kicking,"  and  the 
Queen's  football  team  profits  thereby. 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
HURST  &  COMPAinr   -   PuWishers   -   NEW  YORK 


BUNGALOW  BOYS  SERIES 

LIVE  STORIES  OF  OUTDOOR   LIFE 

By  DEXTER  J.  FORRESTER. 

Cloth  Bound.    Illustrated.    Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 

THE    eifi^^fl^LOW    ROYS. 

How  the  Bungalow  Boys  received 
their  title  and  how  they  retained  the 
right  to  it  in  spite  of  much  opposition 
makes  a  lively  narrative  for  lively  boys. 


BUAICALOW 
-^^-^^  BOYS 

DEXTER.J  FORRESTER 


THE  eUS^OALOW  ROYS  MA- 
ROONED IN  THE  TROPICS. 

A  real  treasure  hunt  of  the  most 
thrilling  kind,  with  a  sunken  Span- 
ish galleon  as  its  object,  makes  a 
subject  of  intense  interest  at  any 
time,  but  add  to  that  a  band  of  desperate  men,  a  dark  plot 
and  a  devil  fish,  and  you  have  the  combination  that  brings 
strange  adventures  into  the  lives  of  the  Bungalow  Boys. 


THE  RUNGALOW  ROYS  IN  THE  GREAT  NORTH 
WEST. 

The  clever  assistance  of  a  young  detective  saves  the  boys 
from  the  clutches  of  Chinese  smugglers,  of  whose  nefarious 
trade  they  know  too  much.  How  the  Professor's  invention  re- 
lieves a  critical  situation  is  also  an  exciting  incident  of  this  book. 

THE  RUNGALOW  ROYS  ON  THE  GREAT  LAKES. 

The  Bungalow  Boys  start  out  for  a  quiet  cruise  on  the 
Great  Lakes  and  a  visit  to  an  island.  A  storm  and  a  band 
of  wreckers  interfere  with  the  serenity  of  their  trip,  and  a 
submarine  adds  zest  and  adventure  to  it. 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
HXIRST  &  COMPANY    -    Publisliers    -    NEW  YORK 
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HIGH   SPEED   raOTOR  STORIES 

By  MARVIN  WEST. 

Bonnd.    Illustrated.    Price,  60c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 

THE  IViOT@R  RAI^GEIIS' 
LOST  m^ME. 
This  is  an  absorbing  story  of  the 
continuous  adventures  of  a  motor 
car  in  the  hands  of  Nat  Trevor  and 
his  friends.  It  does  seemingly  im- 
possible "stunts,"  and  yet  everything 
happens  "in  the  rick  of  time." 


Enemies    in    ambush,    the    peril    of 

fire,    and    the    guarding   of    treasure 

make   exciting  times   for  the   Motor 

Rangers — yet  there  is  a  strong  flavor  of   fun  and  freedom, 

with  a  typical  Western  mountaineer  for  spice. 

THE  IWOTOil   e^f^SEilS  ON   BLUE  WATER;  or, 
The  Secret  of  the  Derelict. 

The  strange  adventures  of  the  sturdy  craft  "Nomad"  and 
the  stranger  experiences  of  the  Rangers  themselves  with 
Morello's  schooner  and  a  mysterious  derelict  form  the  basis 
of  this  well-spun  yarn  of  the  sea. 

THE  PIOTOR  RAS^OERS'  OLOOD  ORUISER. 

From  the  "Nomad"  to  the  "Discoverer,"  from  the  sea  to 
the  sky,  the  scene  changes  in  which  the  Motor  Rangers  figure. 
They  have  experiences  "that  never  were  on  land  or  sea," 
in  heat  and  cold  and  storm,  over  mountain  peak  and  lost 
city,  with  savages  and  reptiles;  their  ship  of  the  air  is  at- 
tacked by  huge  birds  of  the  air;  they  survive  explosion  and 
earthquake;  they  even  live  to  tell  the  tale! 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
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BORDER    BOYS   SERIES 

Mexican  and  Canadian  Frontier  Series 

By  FREMONT  B.  DEERING. 
Uloth  Bound.    Ulustrated.    Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid! 


THE  TRAIL. 

What  it  meant  to  make  an  enemy 
of  Black  Ramon  De  Barios — that  is 
the  problem  that  Jack  Merrill  and 
his  friends,  including  Coyote  Pete, 
face  in  this  exciting  tale. 


THE  eOROER  BOYS 

ACROSS  THE  FRONTIER. 

Read  of  the  Haunted  Mesa  and  its 
mysteries,  of  the  Subterranean  River 
Jand  its  strange  uses,  of  the  value  of 
gasolene  and  steam  "in  running  the  gauntlet,"  and  you  will 
feel  that  not  even  the  ancient  splendors  of  the  Old  World 
can  furnish  a  better  setting  for  romantic  action  than  the 
Border  of  the  New. 


BORDER- BOYSl 
ON-THE -TRAIL 

FREMONT-B-DEERIMO 


THE  glEXICAN 


THE  BORDER  BOYS  WBTH 
RANGERS. 

As  every  day  is  making  history — faster,  it  is  said,  than 
ever  before — so  books  that  keep  pace  with  the  changes 
are  full  of  rapid  action  and  accurate  facts.  This  book 
deals  with  lively  times  on  the  Mexican  border. 

THE  BORDER  BOYS  WITH  THE  TEXAS 
RANGERS. 

The  Border  Boys  have  already  had  much  excitement 
and  adventure  in  their  lives,  but  all  this  has  served  to 
prepare  them  for  the  experiences  related  in  this  volume. 
They  are  stronger,  braver  and  more  resourceful  than  ever, 
and  the  exigencies  of  their  life  in  connection  with  the 
Texas  Rangers  demand  all  their  trained  ability. 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
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OA^DALE    ACADEI^Y    SERIES 

Stories  ©f  Modern  Sclio®!  Spei-tou- 

By  MORGAN  SCOTT. 

Clotli  Bound.  Illustrated.   Price,  60c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 


Under  peculiarly  trying  circum- 
stances Ben  Stone  wins  hi&  way  at 
Oakdale  Academy,  and  at  the 
same  time  enlists  our  sympathy, 
interest  and  respect.  Through  the 
enmity  of  Bern  Hayden,  the  loyalty 
of  Roger  Eliot  and  the  clever  work 
of  the  "Sleuth,"  Ben  is  falsely  ac- 
cused,  championed  and  vindicated. 


"One  thing  I  will  claim,  and  that 
is  that  all  Grants  fight  open  and 
square  and  there  never  was  a  sneak  among  them,"  It  was 
Rodney  Grant,  of  Texas,  who  made  the  claim  to  his  friend, 
Ben  Stone,  and  this  story  shows  how  he  proved  the  truth, 
of  this  statement  in  the  face  of  apparent  evidence  to  the 
contrary. 

fli¥AL  PITOilEeS  or  ©i^iCOALE. 

Baseball  is  the  main  theme  of  this  interesting  narrative, 
and  that  means  not  only  clear  and  clever  descriptions  of 
thrilling  games,  but  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
members  of  the  teams  who  played  them.  The  Oakdale 
Boys  were  ambitious  and  loyal,  and  some  were  even  dis- 
gruntled and  jealous,  but  earnest,  persistent  work  won  out. 


The  typical  vacation  is  the  one  that  means  much  free- 
dom, little  restriction,  and  immediate  contact  with  "all  out- 
doors." These  conditions  prevailed  in  the  summer  camp  of 
the  Oakdale  Boys  and  made  it  a  scene  of  lively  interest. 

THE  ©HE^T  ©ASCHi^LE  EHYSTEEY. 

The  "Sleuth"  scents  a  mystery!  He  "follows  his  nose." 
The  plot  thickens!  He  makes  deductions.  There  are 
surprises  for  the  reader — and  for  the  "Sleuth,"  as  well. 


A  new  element  creeps  into  Oakdale  with  another  year's 
registration  of  students.  The  old  and  the  new  standards 
of  conduct  in  and  out  of  school  meet,  battle,  and  cause 
sweeping  changes  in  the  lives  of  several  of  the  boys.       ^  j 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
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GIRL  AVI AT0R5  SERIES 

Clean  Aviation  Stories 

By  MARGARET  BURNHAM. 

Cloth  Bound.    Illustrated.    Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 

THE    GIRL    AVIATORS    AND 
THE  PHANTOS^  AIRSHIP. 

Roy  Prescott  was  fortunate  in 
having  a  sister  so  clever  and  de- 
voted to  him.  and  his  interests  that 
they  could  share  work  and  play 
with  mutual  pleasure  and  to  mutual 
advantage.  This  proved  especially 
true  in  relation  to  the  manufacture 
and  manipulation  of  their  aero- 
plane, and  Peggy  won  well  de- 
served fame  for  her  skill  and  good 
sense   as   an   aviator.     There   were 

many  stumbling-blocks   in  their  terrestial   path,   but  they 

soared  above  them  all  to  ultimate  success. 

THE  GIRL  AVIATORS  ON  GOLDEN  WINGS. 

That  there  is  a  peculiar  fascination  about  aviation  that 
wins  and  holds  girl  enthusiasts  as  well  as  boys  is  proved 
by  this  tale.  On  golden  wings  the  girl  aviators  rose  for 
many  an  exciting  flight,  and  met  strange  and  unexpected 
experiences. 

THE  GIRL  AVIATORS'  SKY  CRUISE. 

To  most  girls  a  coaching  or  yachting  trip  is  an  adven- 
ture. How  much  more  perilous  an  adventure  a  "sky 
cruise"  might  be  is  suggested  by  the  title  and  proved  by 
the  story  itself. 

THE  GIRL  AVIATORS'  MOTOR  BUTTERFLY. 

The  delicacy  of  flight  suggested  by  the  word  "butterfly," 
the  mechanical  power  implied  by  "motor,"  the  abiltity  to 
control  assured  in  the  title  "aviator,"  all  combined  with 
the  personality  and  enthusiasm  of  girls  themselves,  make 
this  story  one  for  any  girl  or  other  reader  "to  go  crazy 
over." 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
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nOLLY   BROWN  SERIES 


College  Life  Stories  for  Girls 

By  NELL  SPEED. 

Cloth  Bound.  Illustrated.  Price,  60c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 

mOLLY  BEOWi^'S 

FRESHMAN  DAYS. 

Would  you  like  to  admit  to  your 
circle  of  friends  the  most  charming 
of  college  girls — the  typical  college 
girl  for  whom  we  are  always  look- 
ing but  not  always  finding;  the  type 
that  contains  so  many  delightful 
characteristics,  yet  without  un- 
pleasant perfection  in  any;  the 
natural,  unaffected,  sweet-tempered 
girl,  loved  because  she  is  lovable? 
Then  seek  an  introduction  to  Molly 
Brown.  You  will  find  the  baggage-master,  the  cook,  the 
Professor  of  English  Literature,  and  the  College  President 
in  the  same  company. 

mOLLY  BROWN'S  SOPHMOHE  DAYS. 

What  is  more  delightful  than  a  re-union  of  college  girls 
after  the  summer  vacation?  Certainly  nothing  that  pre- 
cedes it  in  their  experience — at  least,  if  all  class-mates 
are  as  happy  together  as  the  Wellington  girU  of  this 
story.  Among  Molly's  interesting  friends  of  "the  second 
year  is  a  young  Japanese  girl,  who  ingratiates  her  "humbly" 
self  into  everybody's  affections  speedily  and  permanently. 

^OLLY  eSIOWN'S  JUNIOR  DAYS. 

Financial  stumbling  blocks  are  not  the  only  things  that 
hinder  the  ease  and  increase  the  strength  of  college  girls. 
Their  troubles  and  their  triumphs  are  their  own,  often 
peculiar  to  their  environment.  How  Wellington  students 
meet  the  experiences  outside  the  class-rooms  is  worth  the 
doing,  the  telling  and  the  reading. 

Any  volume  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  price. 
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SERIES 

splendid  Motor  Cycle  Stones 

By  LIEUT.  HOWARD  PAYSON. 

Author  of  "Boy  Scout  Series." 

Cloth  Bound.     Illustrated.     Price,  50c.  per  vol.,  postpaid 

THE  MOTOR  CYCLE  CHUMS 

AROUND  THE  WORLD. 

Could   Jules   Verne   have   dreamed 
of  encircling  the  globe  with  a  motor 
cycle  for  emergencies  he  would  have 
deemed    it    an    achievement    greater 
;a  ^^i^P^^  ^M      than  any  he  describes  in  his  account 

11  1  A-J3CT^^Sf  of  the  amusing  travels  of  Philias 
Fogg.  This,  however,  is  the  purpose 
successfully  carried  out  by  the  Motor 
Cycle  Chums,  and  the  tale  of  their 
mishaps,  hindrances  and  delays  is 
one  of  intense  interest,  secret  amuse- 
ment, and  incidental  information  tQ 
the  reader. 


Tke  Mot  or  Cycle 

Chams 
AroiHHiliieWorld 

Lieutenant  QovardJayjOD 


THE  MOTOR  CYCLE  CHUMS  OF  THE 

NORTHWEST  PATROL. 

The  Great  Northwest  is  a  section  of  vast  possibilities 
and  in  it  the  Motor  Cycle  Chums  meet  adventures  even 
more  unusual  and  exciting  than  many  of  their  experiences 
on  their  tour  around  the  world.  There  is  not  a  dull  page 
in  this  lively  narrative  of  clever  boys  and  their  attendant 
"Chinee." 

THE  MOTOR  CYCLE  CHUMS  IN  THE 

GOLD  FIELDS. 

The  gold  fever  which  ran  its  rapid  course  through  the 
veins  of  the  historic  "forty-niners"  recurs  at  certain  in- 
tervals, and  seizes  its  victims  with  almost  irresistible 
power.  The  search  for  gold  is  so  fascinating  to  the 
seekers  that  hardship,  danger  and  failure  are  obstacles 
that  scarcely  dampen  their  ardour.  How  the  Motor  Cycle 
Chums  were  caught  by  the  lure  of  the  gold  and  into  what 
difficulties  and  novel  experiences  they  were  led,  makes  a 
tale  of  thrilling  interest. 
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lY  AVIATORS'  SERIES 

By  Captain  Wilbur  Lawton 

At»solutelj  Modern  Stories  fbi*  Boys 
Clotli  £lounid  Price,  50c  per  volume 


Bo¥  Aviators  lis  lisaragm 


The  launching  of  this  Twentieth  Century  series  marks 
the  inauguration  of  a  new  era  in  boys'  books — the 
"wonders  of  modern  science"  epoch.  Frank  and  Harry 
Chester,  the  Boy  Aviators,  are  the  heroes  of  this  excit- 
ing, red-blooded  tale  of  adventure  by  air  and  land  in 
the  turbulent  Central  American  republic.  The  two 
brothers  with  their  $10,000  prize  aeroplane,  the  Golden 
Eagle,  rescue  a  chum  from  death  in  the  clutches  of  the 
Nicaraguans,  discover  a  lost  treasure  valley  of  the  an- 
cient Toltec  race,  and  in  so  doing  almost  lose  their  own 
lives  in  the  Abyss  of  the  White  Serpents,  and  have  many 
other  exciting  experiences,  including  being  blown  far 
out  to  sea  in  their  air-skimmer  in  a  tropical  storm.  It 
would  be  unfair  to  divulge  thp  part  that  wireless  plays 
in  rescuing  them  from  their  predicament.  In  a  brand 
new  field  of  fiction  for  boys  the  Chester  brothers  and 
their  aeroplane  seem  destined  to  fill  a  top-notch  place. 
These  books  are  technically  correct,  wholesomely  thrill- 
ing and  geared  up  to  third  speed. 


Sold  t>3r  Booksellers  Kvery^nrliere 

HURST  &  CO.      Publisliers      ^ISTW  YORK 


BOY  AVIATORS*  SERIES 

By  Captain  Wilbur  Lawton 

Absolutely  Modern  Stories  for  Bojs 

Clotli  Bound  Price,  50c  per  volusne 


The  BO' 


^ 


In  this  live-wire  narrative  of  peril  and  adventure, 
laid  in  the  Everglades  of  Florida,  the  spunky  Chester 
Boys  and  their  interesting  chums,  including  Ben  Stubbs, 
the  maroon,  encounter  exciting  experiences  on  Uncle 
Sam's  service  in  a  novel  field.  One  must  read  this 
vivid,  enthralling  story  of  incident,  hardship  and  pluck 
to  get  an  idea  of  the  almost  limitless  possibilities  of 
the  two  greatest  inventions  of  modern  times — the  aero- 
plane and  wireless  telegraphy.  WTiile  gripping  and 
holding  the  reader's  breathless  attention  from  the  open- 
ing words  to  the  finish,  this  swift-moving  story  is  at 
the  same  time  instructive  and  upliftiug.  As  those 
readers  who  have  already  made  friends  with  Frank  and 
Harry  Chester  and  theix  'bunch"  know,  there  are  few 
difficulties,  no  matter  how  insurmountable  they  may 
seem  at  first  blush,  that  these  up-to-date  gritty  youths 
cannot  overcome  with  flying  colors.  A  clean-cut,  real 
boys*  book  of  high  voltage. 


Sold  t»3r  Booksellers  Kvery^wbere 
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BOY   AVIATORS 


BY  CAPTAIN  WILBUR  LAWTON 

Absolutely    Modem    Stories    for    Boys 

Cloth  Bound  Price  50c  per  volume 


The    Boy   Aviators    ie    Africa 

Or,  An  Aerial  Ivory  Trail 

in  this  absorbing  book  we  meet,  on  a  Continent  made 
famous  by  the  American  explorer  Stanley,  and  ex-Presi- 
dent Roosevelt,  our  old  friends,  the  Chester  Boys  and 
their  stalwart  chums.  In  Africa — the  Dark  Continent — 
the  author  follows  in  exciting  detail  his  young  heroes, 
their  voyage  in  the  first  aeroplane  to  fly  above  the  mys- 
terious forests  and  unexplored  ranges  of  the  mystic  land. 
In  this  book,  too,  for  the  first  time,  we  entertain  Luther 
Barr,  the  old  New  York  millionaire,  who  proved  later 
such  an  implacable  enemy  of  the  boys.  The  story  of  his 
defeated  schemes,  of  the  astonishing  things  the  boys  dis- 
covered in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  of  the  pathetic 
fate  of  George  Desmond,  the  emulator  of  Stanley,  the 
adventure  of  th^  Flying  Men  and  the  discovery  of  the 
Arabian  Ivory  cache, — this  is  not  the  place  to  speak.  It 
would  be  spoiling  the  zest  of  an  exciting  tale  to  reveal 
the  outcome  of  all  these  episodes  here.  It  may  be  said, 
however,  without  "giving  away"  any  of  the  thrilling 
chapters  of  this  narrative,  that  Captain  Wilbur  Lawton, 
the  author,  is  in  it  in  his  best  vein,  and  from  his  personal 
experiences  in  Africa  has  been  able  to  supply  a  striking 
background  for  the  adventures  of  his  young  heroes.  As 
one  newspaper  says  of  this  book;  "Here  is  adventure  in 
good  measure,  pressed  down  and  running  over." 


Sold  by  Booksellers  Everywhere 
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BOY    AVIATORS 


BY  CAPTABN  WILBUR  LAWTON 

Absolutely    Modem    Stories    for    Boys 

Cloth  Bound  Price  50c  per  volume 


The  Boy  Aviators  Treasure  Quest 

Or,  The  Qoldea  Qalleon 

Everybody  is  a  boy  once  more  when  it  comes  to  the 
question  of  hidden  treasure.  In  this  book.  Captain  Lawton 
has  set  forth  a  hunt  for  gold  that  is  concealed  neither 
under  the  sea  nor  beneath  the  earth,  but  is  well  hidden 
for  all  that.  A  garrulous  old  sailor,  who  holds  the  key 
to  the  mystery  of  the  Golden  Galleon,  plays  a  large 
part  in  the  development  of  the  plot  of  this  fascinating 
narrative  of  treasure  hunting  in  the  region  of  the  Gulf 
Stream  and  the  Sagasso  Sea.  An  aeroplane  fitted  with  effi- 
cient pontoons — enabling  her  to  skim  the  water  success- 
fully— has  long  been  a  dream  of  aviators.  The  Chester 
Boys  seem  to  have  solved  the  problem.  The  Sagasso, 
that  strange  drifting  ocean  within  an  ocean,  holding  ships 
of  a  dozen  nations  and  a  score  of  ages,  in  its  relentless 
grip,  has  been  the  subject  of  many  books  of  adventure 
and  mystery,  but  in  none  has  the  secret  of  the  ever 
shifting  mass  of  treacherous  currents  been  penetrated  as 
it  has  in  the  BOY  AVIOTORS  TREASURE  QUEST. 
Luther  Barr,  whom  it  seemed  the  boys  had  shaken  off, 
is  still  on  their  trail,  in  this  absorbing  book  and  with  a 
dirigible  balloon,  essays  to  beat  them  out  in  their  search 
for  the  Golden  Galleon.  Every  boy,  every  man — and 
woman  and  girl — ^who  has  ever  felt  the  stirring  summons 
of  adventure  in  their  souls,  had  better  get  hold  of  this 
book.  Once  obtained,  it  will  be  read  and  re-read  till 
it  falls  to  rags. 
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OY    AVIATORS'    SERIES 

BY  CAPTAIN  WILBUR  LAWTON 

Absolutely    Modem    Stories    for    Boys 

Cloth  Bound  Price  50c  per  volume 


I  The  Boy  Aviators  in  Record  Flight 

Or,  The  Rival  Aeroplane 

The  Chester  Boys  in  new  field  of  endeavor — an  attempt 
to  capture  a  newspaper  prize  for  a  trans-continental  flight. 
By  the  time  these  lines  are  read,  exactly  such  an  offer 
will  have  been  spread  broadcast  by  one  of  the  foremost 
newspapers  of  the  country.  In  the  Golden  Eagle,  the 
boys,  accompanied  by  a  trail-blazing  party  in  an  auto- 
mobile, make  the  dash.  But  they  are  not  alone  in  their 
aspirations.  Their  rivals  for  the  rich  prize  at  stake  try 
in  every  way  that  they  can  to  circumvent  the  lads  and 
gain  the  valuable  trophy  and  monetary  award.  In  this 
they  stop  short  at  nothing,  and  it  takes  all  the  wits  and 
resources  of  the  Boy  Aviators  to  defeat  their  devices. 
Among  the  adventures  encountered  in  their  cross-country 
flight,  the  boys  fall  in  with  a  band  of  rollicking  cow-boys 
— who  momentarily  threaten  serious  trouble — are  attacked 
by  Indians,  strike  the  most  remarkable  town  of  the 
desert — ^the  "dry"  town  of  "Gow  Wells,"  encounter  a 
sandstorm  which  blows  them  into  strange  lands  far  to  the 
south  of  their  course,  and  meet  with  several  amusing 
mishaps  beside.  A  thoroughly  readable  book.  The  sort 
to  take  out  behind  the  barn  on  the  sunny  side  of  the  hay- 
stack, and,  with  a  pocketful  of  juicy  apples  and  your  heels 
kicking  the  air,  pass  happy  hours  with  Captain  Lawton's 
young  heroes. 


Sold  by  Booksellers  Everywhere 
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BOY    AVIATORS'    SER 


BY  CAPTAIN  WILBUR  LAWTON 

Absolutely    Modem    Stories    for    Boyt 

Cloth  Bound  Price  50c  per  volume 


The  Boy  Aviators  Polar  Dash 

Or,  Facing  Death  in  the  Antarctic 

If  you  were  to  hear  that  two  boys,  accompanying  a  South 
Polar  expedition  in  charge  of  the  aeronautic  department, 
were  to  penetrate  the  Antarctic  regions — hitherto  only 
attained  by  a  few  daring  explorers — you  would  feel  inter- 
ested, wouldn't  you?  Well,  in  Captain  Lawton's  latest 
book,  concerning  his  Boy  Aviators,  you  can  not  only  read 
absorbing  adventure  in  the  regions  south  of  the  eightieth 
parallel,  but  absorb  much  useful  information  as  well. 
Captain  Lawton  introduces — besides  the  original  charac- 
ters of  the  heroes — a  new  creation  in  the  person  of  Pro- 
fessor Simeon  Sandburr,  a  patient  seeker  for  polar  in- 
sects. The  professor's  adventures  in  his  quest  are  the 
cause  of  much  merriment,  and  lead  once  or  twice  to 
serious  predicaments.  In  a  volume  so  paciied  with  incident 
and  peril  from  cover  to  cover — relieved  with  laughable 
mishaps  to  the  professor — it  is  difficult  to  single  out  any 
one  feature;  still,  a  recent  reader  of  it  wrote  the  pub- 
lishers an  enthusiastic  letter  the  other  day,  saying:  "The 
episodes  above  the  Great  Barrier  are  thrilling,  the  attack 
of  the  condors  in  Patagonia  made  me  hold  my  breath, 
the — but  what's  the  use?  The  Polar  Dash,  to  my  mind, 
is  an  even  more  entrancing  book  than  Captain  Lawton's 
previous  efforts,  and  that's  saying  a  good  deal.  The  avia- 
tion features  and  their  technical  correctness  are  by  no 
means  the  least  attractive  features  of  this  up-to-date 
creditable  volume." 


Sold  by  BooktellersEverywhere 

HURST  &  CO.  Publishers  NEW  YORK 


BOOKS  BY 

Charles  Carbton  Coffin 

Antbor  oi 

"Boys  Of  76" 
"  Boys  oi  »oi  *» 

'HARLES  CARLE- 
TON  COFFIN'S 
specialty  is  books  per- 
taining to  the  War. 
His  celebrated  writings 
with  reference  to  the 
Great  Rebellion  have 
been  read  by  thousands.  We  have  popular- 
ized him  by  publishing  his  best  works  at 
reduced  prices. 

Follo'wlnsr  tlie  Flag:*       Charles  Carleton  Coffin 

Itly  Bays  and  Xigrlits  on  tlie  Battlefield. 

Charles  Carleton  Coffin 

Thinning:  His  "^Tay.  Charles  Carleton  Coffin 

Six  Xigrlits  in  a  Block  Mouse. 

Henry  C.  Watson 


Be  sure  to  get  one  of  each.     Price,  post- 
paid, Fifty  Cents. 

Obtain  our  latest  complete  catalogue. 

HURST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  NEW  YORK 


C.  A.  Stephens  Books 


An  author  whose 
writings  are  famous 
and  whose  stones  are 
brim-full  of  adventure. 
Boys  delight  in  read- 
ing them. 

We  publish  six  of 
his  best. 


CAMPING  OUT 

FOX  HUNTING 

liEFT  ON  LABRADOR 
liYNX  HUNTING 

OFF  TO  THE  GEYSERS 
ON  THE  AMAZON 


Sent  anywhere,  postage  paid,  upon 
receipt  of  Fifty  Cents. 

Our   complete   list    sent   you   upon 
receipt  of  a  postal. 

HURST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  NEW  YORK 


just  Issued  at  a 
Popular  Price 


BrinKer 


or 

Tlie  Silver  Sttates 

toy 
MAltY  MARKS  IdOI>OK 

T^HIS  charming  story,  depicting  life  in 
Holland,  is  now  published  for  the  first 
time  at  popular  prices.  Whether  you  have 
been  to  *'The  Land  of  the  Dykes"  or  not, 
you  will  want  to  read  this  famous  book. 

We  make  a  handsome  cloth  bound  edition 
of  it,  which  we  will  mail  anywhere,  post- 
paid, upon  receipt  of  Fifty  Cents. 

Ask  us  to  mail  you  our  complete  catalogue 

HURST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  NEW  YORK 


BIOdRAPfflCAL 


Of  Ifee  Lives  of 


Men 


A  limited  line  cotnprisingf 
subjects  pertaining  to  the 
careers  of  men  who  have 
helped  to  mould  the  world's 
history.  A  library  is  incom- 
plete without  the  entire  set. 


Benjamin  Frankltn,  Life  of — American  £  talesman  and 
Discoverer  of  Electricity. 

Christopher  Columbus,  Life  of — Discoverer  of  Amer- 
ica. 

Daniel  Boone,  Life  of — Famous  Kentucky  Explorer 
and  Scout. 

Daniel  Webster,  Life  of — ^American  Statesman  and 
Diplomat. 

Distinguished  American  Orators — Who  Have  Helped 
to  Mould  American  Events. 

Eminent  Americans — Makers  of  United  States  History. 

John  Gutenberg,  Life  of — Inventor  of  Printing, 

Napoleon  and  His  Marshals — Celebrated  French  Gen- 
eral and  Commander. 

Orators  of  the  American  Revolution  —  Whose 
Speeches  Ring  With  Patriotism. 

Paul  Jones,  Life  of — American  Naval  Hero. 

Patrick  Henry,  Life  of — Distinguished  American 
Orator  and  Patriot. 

Philip  H.  Sheridan,  Life  of — "Little  Phil";  Famous 
Union  General  During  the  Civil  War. 

Washington  and  His  Generals — First  President  of 
the  United  States,  Revolutionary  Army  General  and 
Statesman. 


Any  book  mailed,  postage  paid,  upon  receipt  of  50c, 

Send  for  Our  Complete  Book  Catalogue. 

HURST  5  CO.     PubUshers,     NEW  Y09K 


Log  Cabin  to  White 


A  famons  series  of  books, 
formerly  sold  at  $2.00  per 
copy,  are  now  popularized 
by  reducing  the  price  less 
than  half.  The  lives  of  these 
famous  Americans  are  worthy 
of  a  place  in  any  library.  A 
new  book  by  Edward  S,  Ellis 
— **From  Ranch  to  White  House" — is  a  life  of 
Theodore  Roosevelt,  while  the  author  of  the 
others,  William  M.  Thayer,  is  a  celebrated 
biographer. 

FROM  RANCH  TO  WHITE  HOUSE  ;  Life  of  Theodore  Roosevelt. 
FROM  BOYHOOD  TO  MANHOOD;  Life  of  Benjamin  Franklin. 
FROM    FARM    HOUSE  TO  WHITE  HOUSE;   Life  of  George 

Washington. 
FROM   LOG   CABIN   TO    WHITE    HOUSE;  Life  of  James  A. 

Garfield. 
FROM  PIONEER  HOME  TO  WHITE  HOUSE;  Life  of  Abraham 

Lincoln. 

FROM  TANNERY  TO  WHITE  HOUSE ;  Life  of  Ulysses  S.  Grant. 
SUCCESS  AND  ITS  ACHIEVERS. 
TACT,  PUSH  AND  PRINCIPLE. 

These  titles,  though  by  different  authors,  also 
belong  to  this  series  of  books: 

FROM  COTTAGE  TO  CASTLE;  The  Story  of  Gutenberg,  Invent- 
or of  Printing.     By  Mrs.  E.  C.  Pearson. 

CAPITAL  FOR  WORKING  BOYS.    By  Mrs.  Julia  E,  M'Conaughy. 

Price,   postpaid,   for  any  of  the   above   ten 
books,  75c» 

A  complete  catalogue  sent  for  the  asking. 

HURST  &  CO.      Publishers,      NEW  YORK 


Harry 

Castlemon 

Books 


The  popularity  enjoyed  by  Harry 
Castlemon  as  a  writer  of  interesting 
books  for  boys  is  second  to  none.  His 
works  are  celebrated  everywhere  and 
in  great  demand.  We  publish  a  few  of 
the  best. 


BOY  TRAPPERS 

FRANK  AT  DON  CARLOS  RANCHO 

FRANK  BEFORE  VICKSBURG 

FRANK  IN  THE  WOOD.« 

FRANK  ON  A  GUNBOAT 

FRANK  ON  THE  PRAIRIE 

FRANK,  THE  YOUNG  NATURALIST 


Sent  to  any  address,  postage  paid,  upon  receipt 
of  Fifty  Cents. 

We  send  our  complete  catalogue  free. 

flORST  S  CO.,  Pablisheps,  NEW  YORK 


ge 


Here  Is  an  author  who  is  famous — ■ 
whose  writings  delight  both  boys  and 
girls.  Enthusiasm  abounds  on  every 
page  and  interest  never  grows  old. 
A  few  of  the  best  titles  are  given : 

COUPON  BONDS. 
CUDJO'S  CAVE. 

THE  DRUMMER  BOY. 

MARTIN  MERRYVALE,  HIS  X  MARK. 
FATHER  BRIGHT  HOPES. 
LUCY  ARLYN. 

NEIGHBOR  JACKWOOD. 
THE  THREE  SCOUTS. 

Price,  postage  paid,  for  any  of  the 
above  books,  Fifty  Cents. 

Have  You  Seen  Our  Complete  Catalogue? 
Send  For  It 

HURST  &  CO.      Publishers     NEW  YORK 


The    Famous   Alger   Books 


By  Horatio  Algcr,  ir. 


The  Boy's  Writer 


A  SERIES  of  books  known  to  all  boys;  books  that  are  good  and 
wholesome,  with  enough  ''ginger"  in  them  lo  suit  the  tastes 
of  the  younger  generation.  The  Alger  books  are  net  filled 
wivh  "blood  and  thunder"  stories  of  a  doutaiful  character,  but  are 
healthy  and  elevating,  and  parents  should  see  to  it  that  their  child- 
ren become  acquainted  with  the  writings  or  this  celebrated  writer 
of  boys'  books.    We  publish  the  titles  named  below: 


Adrift  in  New  York. 

Making  His  Way. 

A  Cousin' s  Conspiracy. 

Mark  Mason. 

Andy  Gordon. 

Only  an  Irish  Boy. 

Andy  Grant's  Pluck. 

Paul,  the  Peddler. 

Bob  Burton. 

Phil,  the  Fiddler. 

Bound  to  Rise. 

Ralph  Raymond's  Heir. 

Brave  and  Bold. 

Risen  from  the  Ranks. 

Cash  Boy. 

Sam's  Chance, 

Chester  Rand. 

Shifting  for  Himself. 

Do  and  Dare, 

Sink  or  Swim. 

Drrven  from  Home. 

Slow  and  Sure. 

Erie  Train  Boy. 

Store  Boy. 

Facing  the  World. 

Strive  and  Succeed. 

Five  Hundred  Dollars. 

Strong  and  Steady. 

Frank's  Campaign. 

Struggling  Upward. 

Grit. 

Tin  Box. 

Hector's  Inheritance. 

Tom,  the  Bootblack. 

Helping  Himself. 

Tony,  the  Tramp. 

Herbert  Carter's  Legacy. 

Try  and  Trust. 

In  a  New  W^orld. 

Wait  and  Hope. 

Jack's  Ward, 

Jed, the  Poor  House  Boy. 

Walter  Sherwood's  Pro 

bation. 
Young  Acrobat. 

Joe's  Luck. 

Young  Adventurer. 

Julius,  the  Street  Boy. 

Young  Outlaw. 

Luke  Walton. 

Young  Salesman. 

Any  of  these  books  will  be  mailed  upon  receipt  of  35c*) 
or  tliree  copies  for  $i.oo.  Do  not  fail  to  procure 
one  or  more  of  these  famous  volumes. 

A   Complete     Catalogrue    of  Books 
'^Urill    Be   Sent    Upon    Request* 


HURST  &  CO.,       Publishers.       NEW  YORK. 


N  entirely  new  edition  of  these  famous  Bonk^  for  Boys, 
by  <T.  A.  tienty.    Tuis  autuur  has  reached  the  hearts 
of  the  younger  generation  by  cleverly  amalgamating 
historical   events   inio    interesting   storiea.      Every 
book  illustrattd.    4ii  titles.    Price,  35cn 


Among  Malay  PirKten.    A  Story  of 

Acls^enture  and  Peril. 
Bonnie  Prince  Charlie.    A  Tale  of 

Fontenoy  and  Culloden. 
Boy  Knight,  The.     A  Tale  of  the 

Bravest  of  the  Brave,  The,    With 

Peterborough  in  Spain. 
Bv  England's  Aid ;  or,  The  Freeing 

of  the  Netherlands  (ISPo-lCOt). 
By  Pike  and  Dyke.     A  ToJe  of  the 

Rise  of  the  Dutch  Republic. 
By  Right  of  Conquest;  or  WithCor- 

tez  in  Jlexieo. 
By  Sheer  Pluck.     A  Tale  of  the 

Ar>li:>.nti  War, 
Captain  Bayley's  Heir.     A  Tale  of 

the  Gold  Fields  of  California. 
Cat  of  Bubast«6,  The.     A  Story  of 

Ancient  Egypt. 
Cornet  of  Horge,  The.     A  Tale  of 

Marlborough's  Wai'S. 
Dragon  and  t"i  le  Raven ;  or,  The  Days 

of  King  Alfred. 
Facing  Death.    A  Tale  of  the  Coal 

Mines. 
Final  Reckoning,  A.    A  Tale  of  Bush 

Life  \n  Australia. 
For>aTne  and  Fame;  or,  Through 

Afghan  Passes. 
For  the  Temple.   A  Tale  of  the  Fall 

of  Jerusalem. 
Friends,  Though  Divided.     A  Tale 

of  the  Civil  War  in  England. 
Goldpn  Canon,  The. 
In  Freedom's  Cause.     A  Story  of 

Wallace  and  Bruce. 
In  the  Reign  of  Terror.  Adventures 

of  a  Westminster  Boy. 
In  Times  of  Peril.    A  Tale  of  India. 
Jack  Archer.  A  Tale  of  the  Criiiiui. 


Lion  of  St.  Mark,  The.     A  Story  of 

Venicein  the  Fourteenth  Centmy. 
Lion  of  the  North,  The,    A  Tale  of 

Gustavus  Adolplius  and  Wars  of 

Religion. 
Lost  Heir,  The. 
Maori  and  Set  tier.    A  Story  of  the 

New  Zealand  War. 
One  of  the  28th.    A  Taio  of  Water» 

loo. 
Or:  ngeand  Green.    A  Tale  of  the 

Eoyne  and  Limerick. 
Out  on  the  Pampas.  A  Tale  of  South 

America, 
St.  Gcfirge  for  England.    A  Tale  of 

Cressy  and  Poitiets. 
Sturdy  and  Stroiig ;  or,  HowGeoi^e 

Andrews  ilad*-  His  W;iy. 
Through  the  Fray,    A  Story  of  the 

lAiddite  Riota. 
True  to  the  OJ  d  Flag.    A  Tale  of  the 

American  War  of  Independence. 
Under  Drake's  Flag.    A  Tale  of  the 

Syani'^ii  M.ain, 
With  Clive  in  India;  or,  The  Begin- 
nings of  an  Empire, 
With  I^e  in  Virginia.     A  Story  of 

the  American  Civil  War. 
With  Wolf  e  in  Cajiada ;  or,  The  Win- 

ningof  a  Continent. 
You-ag  Bugler.-",  The,    A  Tale  of  the 

Peninsular  War. 
Young  Carthaginian,  The.  A  Story 

of  tlie  Times  of  Hannibal. 
Young  Colonif^ts,  The.     A  Story  of 

Life  and  War  in  South  Africa. 
Young  Franc-Tirems,  The.    A  TaJe 

of  tiie  FrHueo-l^ussian  War. 
Young  Midshipman,  The.    ATaleof 

the  Siege  of  Alexandria. 


ANt  OF  THESE  BOOKS  WILL  BE  MAILED  UPON 
BECEIPT  OF  85c.,  OR  THREE  COPIES  FOR  $1.00 

Be  sure  you  have  one  of  our  complete  cataloguss ;  sent  any- 
where when  requested 


HURST  &  CO.  Publishers  NEW  YORK 


Calmer  Cox's  Brol^nie 

Illustrated  bv  Palmer  Cox 

Thousands  who  have  paid  $i.5o  for 
Palmer  Cox's  Brownie  Book  never  im- 
agined it  would  be  issued  at  a  popular 
price.  We  offer  the  same  book  in  all 
respects  for  30  cents,  postpaid. 

Wee  cMacgreegor 

A  Scottish  Story  by  J.  J.  Bell. 

One  of  England's  best  selling  books  to- 
day, where  it  is  "■  all  the  rage."  Thousands 
have  been  sold  here  at  high  prices,  but 
with  our  facilities  for  cheap  manufacturing, 
we  can  supply  a  dainty  edition,  bound  in 
cloth,  at  35  cents,  postpaid. 

OBTAIN  OUR  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 

MST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  395-399  Broadway,  New  York. 


I»<l 


MirthfHl  Books  IVorth  Reading! 

ffeck's  i^ceh 
ef  yiumcr 


No  author  has  achieved 
a  greater  national  reputa- 
tion for  books  of  genuine 
humor  and  mirth  than  George  W.  Peck, 
author  of  **  Peck's  Bad  Boy  and  His  Pa." 
We  are  fortunate  to  be  able  to  offer, 
within  everyone's  reach,  three  of  his  latest 
books.     The  titles  are 

Peck*$  Uncle  Ike,        Peck*s  Sunbeams, 
Peck*s  Red-Headed  Boy. 

CLOTH  Binding,  60c.,  Postpaid. 
PAPER  Binding,  SOc,  Postpaid. 

By  failing  to  procure  any  one  of  these 
books  you  lose  an  opportunity  to  **  laugh 
and  grow  fat."  When  you  get  one  you 
will  order  the  others. 

Send  for  onr  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  Books. 

HURST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  395-399  Broadway.  New  York,    f 


^  Gvnter's  Novels  «- 

There  are  some  people  to  be  found  who  have 
never  read  "Mr.  Barnes  of  New  York"  and  "Mr. 
Potter  of  Texas,"  by  that  fascinating  writer  of 
vivid  and  satisfying  stories,  Archibald  Clavering 
GuNTER,  and  yet  millions  have  been  circulated  of 
his  popular  works.  Get  acquainted  with  him  by 
purchasing  one  or  more  ot  his  thirty- five  books 
named  below: 


A  Prince  in  the  Garret. 

The  Man  Behind  the  Door. 

Phil.  Conway. 

The  Consience  of  a  King, 

The   Surprises    of    an   Empty 

Hotel. 
The  Spy  Company. 

The  City  of  Mystery. 

The  Deacon's  Second  Wind. 

Tangled  Flags. 

The  Princess  of  Copper. 

Adrienne  de  Portalis. 

The  Fighting  Troubadour. 

M.  S.  Bradford,  Special. 

Jack  Curzon. 

A  Lost  American. 

Mr.  Barnes  of  New  York. 

Mr.  Potter  of  Texas. 

Miss  Nobody  of  Nowhere. 


That  Frenchman. 

Miss  Dividends. 

Baron  Montez  of  Panama  and 

Paris. 
The  King's  Stockbroker. 

The  First  of  the  English. 

The  Ladies'  Juggernaut. 

Her  Senator. 

Don  Balasco  of  Key  West 

Bob  Coving  on. 

Susan  TurnbuU. 

Ballyho  Bey. 

Billy  Hamilton. 

My  Japanese  Prince. 

A  Florida  Enchantment. 

How  I  Escaped. 

The   Love   Adventures  of  Al- 


PI^ICES:     Cloth  Bound  Edition,  50c.     Paper  Covers,  25c. 

tPostage  paid  iai  either  case.) 

Dur  complete  catalogue  in  your  hands  saves  you 
money.     It  is  yours  for  the  asking. 

HURST  &  CO.,  Publishers,  NEW  YORK 


